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Description: 

To the world he was a beast but for her he would do anything. He could have 
the world but all he wanted was her. They say the things we want most are the 
things we can’t have. For she was so afraid of him that even the thought of him 
could have her running for the hills. Little did she know that she was the only 


one who didn’t have to be afraid of him. 


Credits for the cover go to @Chatachino for the amazing cover. 


Prologue 


She was so beautiful. The way she threw her head back 
when she laughed or how her eyes seemed to almost 
sparkle with innocent happiness. I felt a wave of 
protectiveness flow through me as I looked at her, and I 
knew that I would do anything to make sure that the 
beautiful angel’s eyes would forever sparkle with that 
innocent happiness. 


Walking into the cafe a chiming giggle made him turn 
around to see where the beautiful laugh was coming from. 
The moment his eyes had landed on the dark haired beauty 
giggling he knew his world had changed forever. It felt as 
though his cold, still heart had started beating for the first 
time. In all his twenty-four years he had never felt anything 
along the likes of this. He was so tempted to just go over 
there and take her, keep her to himself forever, but he 
knew he couldn’t do that. He was Xavier Night, he could do 
anything he wanted, but her youthful innocence was 
apparent, she looked as though she had only just entered 
adulthood, and despite his reputation he wasn’t heartless 
enough to bring her into his world so soon. She needed 
more time. It would be so wrong to introduce her into his 
chaotic life so soon, so he decided he would wait a few 
more years, until she was older, to bring her into his world, 
to take her to be his, and only his. 


Chapter 1 


I crossed my legs, getting more immersed into the book I 
was currently reading. I bit my lip trying to hold in the 
shriek that threatened to escape me. The poor escapee was 
about to be caught. I felt goosebumps raise on my skin as I 
was just about to turn the page, but was ripped out of my 
trance as a steaming cup of hot chocolate was slammed 
onto the table. 


I looked up startled and saw Mrs.Walters giving me a 

sheepish smile. I felt my irritation at being interrupted fade 
as soon as it had appeared. 
“You've been sitting there all day reading, so I thought I 
might bring you something to drink.” She said, and I 
thanked her, offering her a small smile as I blew on the hot 
chocolate to rid it of the steam that rose from it. 


“How’s Cyrus?” I asked her, her husband a sweet elderly 
man, had recently been feeling very sick, he hated skipping 
out on work, but I hadn’t seen him at the cafe in a while. 


“He’s getting better, slowly but surely and I’m fine 
Raine.” She added as I frowned at her sympathetically. She 
was trying to look strong, but I knew how concerned she 
was for her husband. Maggie wouldn’t look you in the eye if 
she was lying, and currently her grassy green eyes were 
darting all around the cafe, everywhere but me. 


I reached out to straighten her name tag, Cyrus had new 
ones made for us very recently, they were outlined 
chocolate brown like the walls of the cafe, and were beige 
like all the furniture. He’d been so proud of them, initially 
he’d wanted ones that looked like little coffee mugs but 
Maggie wasn’t on board with the idea. Apparently she was 


too cool for cute name tags. She gave me a grateful smile, 
but like all of her smiles lately, this one wasn’t reaching her 
eyes. 


I’d always envied her and Cyrus, the bond they shared 
was simply beautiful, I always hoped to have that one day. 
But then again looking at guys nowadays it was highly 
unlikely I would find someone. I always wanted a real 
gentleman, someone sweet and sincere, but guys nowadays 
were nothing like that so perhaps I would just adopt a few 
Cats. 


“Not that I mind you being here, but honey shouldn’t you 
be out with friends? After all it is your birthday tomorrow, 
you’re turning 21 and that’s a big year.” Maggie said to me. 
“Maggie you know I don’t like going out much. Sophie’s 
been pestering me all month to allow her to throw me a big 
birthday bash. I’m not gonna do anything big for my 
birthday. Staying home in my pyjamas, watching movies 
and eating popcorn sounds like the perfect birthday to me.” 
I said and she shook her head at me about to respond, 
when the little bell at the door rung signalling a customer 
had come in. She left to attend to the customer, and I got 
back to my reading. 


I looked up from my book to see the cafe nearly empty, 
some customers had left their empty mugs loitered on the 
beige table tops, and some were careless enough to even 
throw their take away cups on the floors. Some days the 
dark hardwood floors looked as if our light blue take away 
cups were purposely put there as decorations, due to how 
many of them there were. 


Glancing outside I was surprised to see it was pitch dark 
outside, there were so many lamps all over the cafe 
keeping it dimly lit, that I hadn’t even noticed. I quickly 
gathered my stuff, getting ready to walk home. I set my 


empty ceramic mug on the countertop beside the trash can, 
where we had even put a sign asking customers to leave 
them here, but unfortunately the poor sign went quite 
ignored. I waved a quick bye to Maggie promising her she 
would see me tomorrow in time for my shift, before 
heading out the door into the cold. I’d long learned not to 
offer to help in the cafe when I wasn’t scheduled. Cyrus 
and Maggie took offers like that more as a comment on 
how old they were, than a helpful gesture. 


The cafe was adorable, but it wasn’t located in the safest 
of areas, especially at night since it was completely 
isolated. Not that this town really had a high crime rate, 
but it wasn’t smart to take chances. I walked quickly 
feeling my skin prickle with the feeling of being watched, 
that was one of the reasons I didn’t like the dark. This 
certain paranoia that I was’ being watched was 
unavoidable. I started walking a bit faster once I heard the 
gravel crunching behind me, my heart rate picking up in 
fear. I walked at a brisk pace reaching my little apartment 
in a matter of minutes. 


I struggled with the keys sighing in relief when I heard 
the familiar click of the lock opening and pushed open the 
door stepping into my warm apartment. I set my bag on the 
stand at the side slipping off my boots and coat, hanging up 
my coat on the coat rank. One of the perks of not living 
with your parents was even if you left your shoes right in 
front of the door, your mother couldn’t yell at you. 


I walked further into the apartment eager to just sink 
into the warmth and comfort of my bed after that terrifying 
walk. I felt my heart stop as I heard a groan come from my 
living room. Looking around for a weapon, I spotted a large 
bright red umbrella with black hearts, and grabbed that. 
My stature wasn’t exactly intimidating so I would need the 
weapon to scare the intruders. I wasn’t completely thin, 


perhaps just on the slender to average side, the amount of 
sugar I consumed daily ensured that, but for some strange 
reason I had always appeared to be petite, soft somehow. 
That wasn’t exactly the ideal frame for intimidation and 
being 5’4 didn’t help either. 


I walked into the living room cautiously and slowly 
despite how fast my heart was racing. Looking around the 
corner my heart skipped a beat as I saw the top of a head 
from behind the couch. Giving up trying to be cautious, I 
raced towards the couch with what I deemed a battle cry, 
with the umbrella raised high in the air. A cringeworthy 
screech escaped my lips as I felt the umbrella connect with 
the intruder’s head, I wasn’t a particularly violent person, 
so this was completely new to me. 


He frantically yelled for me to stop in a voice that 
sounded quite familiar, but in my adrenalin driven state I 
ignored it, bashing in the intruder’s skull with the 
umbrella. I suddenly heard a giggle confusing me enough 
to stop trying to knock out the murderer. 


The lights flickered on and I saw my best friend Sophie 
standing there giggling while Jay held his hands to his head 
scowling at me. 


“What are you guys doing here?” I yelled absolutely 
exasperated. 


“Why did you try to kill me?” My friend Jay yelled looking 
completely offended that I had hit him with my umbrella. In 
my panicked state the umbrella looked like a great weapon, 
but now in the light, it looked pretty harmless. 


“You were sitting in my room behind the couch, how did 
you get in?” I asked still a little freaked out trying to calm 
my racing heart. He had the audacity to ask why he’d been 
attacked, when he had broke into my home. Although they 


both probably had their own copies of my keys. I was being 
a little hypocritical I did have copies to their houses as 
well, but I didn’t hide behind couches and give them heart 
attacks. 


“We wanted to be the first ones to wish you happy 
birthday.” My friend Sophie chimed in. 


“By giving me a heart attack?” I asked my voice shrill. 


“Oh you don’t get to act like that, you almost killed me.” 
Jay said, clearly still mad. 


“Stop whining you cry baby, it’s a soft Steve Madden 
umbrella, it can’t even keep out rain let alone hurt a 
person.” Sophie told Jay rolling her eyes. 


“But how did you know we were here?.” Sophie asked 
turning to me. 


“IT heard a groan, and thought there were murderers in 
the house so I grabbed the umbrella and got ready to 
defend myself.” I explained my face flushing a little at the 
way that sounded out loud. I needed to stop reading those 
murder mysteries, they were getting to my head. Although 
attacking someone you think to be an intruder is quite 
reasonable, I should have probably tried to get a look at the 
person before beginning my attack. Thank god it wasn’t my 
parents visiting, I’d be grounded till death if I hit my mom 
with an umbrella. 


“Seriously you think someone has snuck in so you grab a 
soft little umbrella with hearts on it and run towards them 
screaming like a mad woman?” Sophie asked incredulously, 
making me blush scarlet. 


“Well anyways Happy Birthday baby pie.” Jay said 
wrapping me up in a bone breaking embrace while Sophie 


whined in the background, for apparently they were 
supposed to say it together. 


They had brought an adorable looking chocolate cake. 
The fudge was so dense and sugary you could feel the 
granular crunch of the sugar in between your teeth, just as 
I liked my cake. Although Sophie was usually invested in 
trying to improve Jay and I’s diet so we wouldn’t die years 
before her, she knew birthdays were too special to eat 
healthy food on. 


As we ate, Jay got Sophie and I caught up on all the 
recent gossip, most of which was most probably a bit too 
wild to be true in our small town, or really even possible, 
but we listened to him all the same. Jay was such an 
animated storyteller, his bright green eyes would enlarge to 
the size of saucers as he approached the climactic parts of 
his story. He’d move his head around so much Sophie 
would have to reach over to fix his hair back into place for 
him, and he’d pass her a quick silly grin whenever she did 
in appreciation. 


Jay and Sophie were opposites, Jay was loud and 
obnoxious while Sophie was super protective and much 
more proper but they got along so well. Sophie was 
basically the mother figure of the group, and Jay needed a 
lot more mothering than I did most of the time. 


“Raine, look at this.” Jay said breaking me out of my 
thoughts and I refocused onto the two, catching sight of 
what Jay’s holding out and my cheeks turn bright red 
immediately. Of course that made my friends laugh, 
because apparently I was much too naive, but a man using 
a teddy bear to cover up his doodly doo was a bit 
embarrassing. 


“Jay stop searching up weird stuff on my laptop, my 
google search history is pretty bad as it is, the last thing I 


need is you searching up more weird stuff. The government 
can look into that you know.” I tell him, my voice growing 
hushed as I get to the last part and Jay’s eyes widen. 


“R-really?” He squeaks out, and Sophie nods in response 
making Jay gulp. 
“Remind me, I’ve got to do some search history deleting, 
and searching of normal people things when I go home 
tomorrow.” Jay said and Sophie opened her mouth to say 
something but I shook my head at her immediately, making 
her mouth close. She shrugged, reaching for one of the 
forks, and dug straight into the actual cake, not even 
bothering to cut a slice. Well it would just make her feel 
bad if she was the only one eating that way, so I was 
basically obligated to do so as well. 


A|N--------------------------0 707-020 20 2-2-7 ----- — 
Cover credits go solely to @Chatachino for the amazing 
cover. Also please do not copy this book, or translate it. We 
all have minds of our own please use yours and come up 
with your own book, don’t be as low as to steal somebody 
else’s work. I will find out, I will report it and your book will 
be deleted if you do. It’s a pointless hassle that can be very 
easily avoided. If you see any copying or translations of this 
book please let me know, I have not allowed anyone to do 
so. Also for my rereaders it’s amazing that you want to 
reread the book but please don’t comment any spoilers at 
all even with warnings. Enjoy reading! 


Chapter 2 


I had just walked into the cafe to start my shift when 
Maggie came bouncing upto me smiling brightly. I looked 
at her hesitant to ask what had her so excited, but one 
glance at the huge bouquet of gorgeous red roses in her 
hand and I knew. 

“Cyrus feeling romantic again?” I asked Maggie smirking 
slightly, it was adorable she still blushed every time he did 
any romantic notion for her. 


“Oh no darling these are for you.” Maggie said thrusting 
the bouquet into my arms. 
“And it’s got a note.” She added in a singsong voice as I 
looked at her in confusion. Why had I gotten roses when I 
wasn’t romantically involved with anyone? 


I fished threw the flowers finding the little white note 
and pulled it out. 
“Happy Birthday my love.” 
The note said in elegant script, and once I got over the 
initial flattery, I turned the card expecting to see a name 
but upon finding none I looked up at Maggie questioningly. 


“Who gave these to you?” I asked her, confused as to why 

somebody would send such beautiful flowers without taking 
credit. 
“T don’t know, they were outside the store when I got here.” 
She said and I shrugged, it was probably just a prank or 
sadly perhaps delivered to the wrong address, maybe I 
wasn’t the only one in town who’s birthday it was. After 
putting away my stuff I got to work organizing the books, 
bringing the roses out to the front with me. 


“Should I just put them by the romance books? I really 
don’t know what else to do with them.” I asked Maggie, I 
didn’t even have any glass vases in my apartment to stand 
them up in so they’d be put to better use here. 


“You sure your secret admirer won’t be offended?” She 
asked. 


“I’m kind of just gonna keep my fingers crossed that it’s 
a fluke, I mean the last time I got hit on was sophomore 
year and if it’s that guy then he needs to see I’m not 
interested and give up. It’s been 4 years.” I explained. 


“He wasn’t your type?” She asked. 


“Truth is I don’t think I was his.” I answered and she 
raised her brows in confusion at my statement but I just 
shook my head at her. Trying to subtly gesture to the 
customers who had just come in and were uncomfortably 
staring at the two of us. 


I sent an awkward smile at the customers before walking 
away to the back where our romance books were. I set the 
flowers on the small wooden coffee table we had in the 
centre of two lounge chairs. The red roses actually looked 
very nice amongst the soft woody browns of the reading 
area. 


The day went by quickly with me attending to the few 
regulars and sending side glances to the gorgeous roses. 
Unfortunately there wasn’t even a florist company written 
that I could send them back to, the real recipient of the 
gorgeous flowers was just going to have to miss out. 


Maggie wiggled her eyebrows at me every time she saw 
me looking at the roses making me scrunch my nose in 
distaste. Maggie was convinced I had a secret admirer, 
while I knew not to be that idealistic. It was obviously just a 
misunderstanding or expensive prank and I playfully rolled 


my eyes at her every time she suggested anything but. I 
wasn’t involved with anyone, so unless they were from my 
parents who were forgetful enough to forget a card, they 
were pretty creepy if they were intended for me. 


At lunch Jay and Sophie stopped by bringing with them a 
chocolate fest and while gorging myself on the delicious 
creamy chocolate I told them about the flowers. To my 
dismay that took over our conversations and they came up 
with multiple theories all seemingly impossible. Sophie’s 
were entirely gruesome and always ended up with me 
being kidnapped by a lonely old man whether he be a 
farmer or a retired pirate while Jays were extremely 
romantic revolving around fairy tales. 

Maggie had a lot of fun with Jays theories while she 
swatted at Sophie’s head every time she heard one of her 
gruesome theories. 


Maggie encouraged me to leave with my friends even 
though my shift had not ended yet, and pressed an 
adorably wrapped gift into my hands before I left, telling 
me it was from her and Cyrus both. Although I would have 
rather had seen Cyrus, but understandably he wasn’t well 
enough. I knew they loved me like their own but I didn’t 
want to go bother Cyrus if he was too ill to come into the 
cafe. Cyrus wasn’t one to be stopped easily, he must have 
been extremely ill to be absent for as long as he has. 


Jay and Sophie refused to listen to me and got me dolled 
up, dragging me to a party that one of Sophie’s friends was 
throwing. I had tried bargaining with them, but my criminal 
minded friends had all but kidnapped me saying that this 
was for the best and I had to get out more. Admittedly I 
wasn’t very social, but was that truly something that 
needed fixing? I actually quite enjoyed my introvert 
lifestyle. 


We finally got to the house and I cringed as we walked 
in, the music was mind numbingly loud and the drunk 
people were much too excited to see each other. 


I stood next to Jay trying to talk to his friends and not be 
my awkward self for once, trying to let loose, have fun. But 
really parties weren’t my definition of fun. I didn’t 
particularly understand the hype of getting intoxicated and 
rubbing your privates on a stranger, although if that made 
them happy then they were free to do as they please. 


Birthdays weren’t very important to me, especially not if 
it were my own. So if it made Sophie and Jay happy, then 
I’d just suffer through the loud music and putrid smell of 
alcohol. Also it did put my parents’ minds to rest, they were 
afraid that I stayed in reading more than what was healthy. 
Their excitement over me going out had outlasted my high 
school years and trickled into my university. As if going 
away from home to live alone wasn’t enough to prove my 
ability to take care of myself. 


I soon found myself sitting on a couch in the house while 
my friends tried to get me to come dance with them, 
making odd gestures from the dance floor. Fortunately 
though the weird rope move Jay was currently doing 
worked on the couple next to me, and they made their way 
to the dance floor. 


I stayed in my seat, laughing at their attempts before 
motioning to them I was leaving. To which of course they 
had no idea what I was saying, so I decided I would just 
message them and leave. Luckily I had the keys to Sophie’s 
car who had said I could go home whenever I’d like. 


I searched through my purse trying to find my phone 
before realizing I had left it at the cafe, realizing that was 
probably why I hadn’t gotten a call from my parents to wish 
me happy birthday. I would just have to grab it from the 


cafe on my way home, otherwise my overprotective parents 
would freak out and call the cops or even show up at my 
apartment. I said a quick goodbye to my friends and after 
assuring them I would get home safely and promising to 
call them when I got home, I was finally out of that party. 


After being cramped in a house that smelt like booze, 
smoke and sweat the chilly night air that caressed my skin 
was an absolute blessing. I sucked in a huge amount of 
fresh air, getting strange looks from the people who’d 
ventured outside of the house, not that it mattered though. 
I was a strange person, growing up I’d gotten used to the 
weirded out stares I got thrown my way. All people were 
different, that was accepted but the results of these 
differences weren’t. The portrayals of them were gawked 
at, mocked even, especially during our youth. 


I drove slowly and carefully to the cafe grabbing my 
spare set of keys. I got out of the car locking it and getting 
startled by the confirming beeping sound it made. I quickly 
let myself into the cafe grabbing my phone and walking 
back out locking the door. I smiled at my phone when I saw 
the sweet birthday wishes lighting up the screen. 


My happiness was cut short when I suddenly felt an arm 
go around my waist and a large cold clammy hand clamp 
onto my face, preventing me from screaming. I struggled 
against the vile hands trying to get free but the man held 
me tightly. I felt him tighten his grip, effectively cutting off 
my air intake causing me to struggle more. 


“Stop struggling hot stuff we are going to have so much 
fun.” A croaky voice whispered into me ear. I panicked 
starting to feel light headed. 


The absolute disgust of being touched against my will 
making my face twist up immediately. It seemed some 
people didn’t understand for it wasn’t uncommon for a 


woman to go through some form of assault through the 
duration of her life, and not just women but men too. To me 
it seemed too many of us had gone through it. Whether it 
had been as small as holding onto our wrist, or grabbing 
us, or as horrid as sexual assault, it all made you feel filthy. 
The way his hands gripped me tightly as if I were just an 
object for him to possess, to grab when he wanted, not a 
living breathing person. 


My panicked state didn’t allow me to do much damage, 
but the one thing that every parent, every book and movie 
had taught me was the only thing that stood out in my 
foggy mind, kick him in the groin. My leg raised on its own 
accord, and I reeled it back only to have the misfortune of 
kicking his thigh instead, the slight heel pushing into the 
skin, but the man was adamant on keeping his hold on me. 
His hand seemed to envelope my whole face now, 
constricting my breathing and causing my mind to get 
foggier nearly completely losing focus. I struggled in his 
hold trying to get his hand off, unintentionally ramming my 
elbow into his diaphragm. 


He wheezed loosening his hold for a moment but 
tightening it again now pressing painfully onto my nose. 
“You’re going to regret that you little wrench.” He grunts 
into my ear pulling my body closer to his, my eyes starting 
to water as oxygen fails to go into my lungs. 


“I was going to go easy on you, but not anymore.” He 
whispered into my ear. As if I owed him any compliance, at 
all. As if I were some doll, some pet that had to behave for 
him. 


My struggles grew more fervent, and I kicked backwards 
as hard as I could, wiggling in his grasp. A slight ‘oomph’ 
sounded behind me, letting me know I’d connected with a 
weak spot, but he was too drunk to care about pain. 


His hold on me grew tighter until it felt like I couldn’t 
breathe, his hand covering my mouth and nose completely, 
not allowing any space for air to trickle in. If I passed out 
there was no knowing what he’d do to me, there was no 
escaping. No one would be out in this time of the night, not 
in this part of town and the people who would, wouldn’t 
bother to help. 


My lungs began to ache, begging for air, my body 

beginning to grow weak until it was difficult to even wiggle 
in his grasp. 
“That’s it sugar, just let go. I’ll take care of ya.” The man 
promised falsely, his words nearly falling on deaf ears as I 
tried once more to elbow him, only for him to squeeze my 
midriff tighter, until it felt like my ribs would crack. 


Black dots begin to appear in my vision my panic not 
helping me when suddenly the man holding me was ripped 
off of me. My saviour was dressed in a suit, and towered 
over my assailant making him seem small and meek, when 
just moments ago he’d seemed to hold all the power. The 
man threw his fist into the face of the dirty old man, and I 
swayed slightly in my woozy state. 


A loud crack resonated, ringing in my ears as I stuggle to 
stay conscious, but even in my panicked state I flinched, my 
foggy mind only conjuring up how hard it would be to clean 
the blood off the sidewalk from in front of the cafe. I took 
deep gasping breaths trying to get large amounts of air into 
my lungs but my already weak heart wasn’t able to handle 
it, and I fell further into the darkness my legs crumbling 
under me. Warm strong arms wrapped gently around my 
waist and pulled me towards a broad firm chest, my head 
lolling back weightlessly. My eyes opening only to see 
stormy grey eyes surrounded by thick black lashes gazing 
deeply into my own, before my eyelids grew much too 
heavy to keep up. As the darkness sucked me into its safe 


hold I heard a husky deep voice whispering 
“You’re safe amica mea.” 


A|N-----------------202 22 none nn nnn nner cn enna — 
Hello my lovelies, I hope you enjoy reading the book and in 
the book there is a Latin translation of the phrase my love, 
keeping in mind that Latin is an extinct language and that 
now every phrase has many translations the one I picked 
was “amica mea.” Context matters a whole lot, it’s like 
some people call their children honey, and others call their 
spouse honey. Many people have had an issue with this, 
truly you can say what you like, but no one can prove 
anything but if this is going to be a huge problem for you 
then perhaps this story isn’t the best option for you. To the 
rest I really do hope you enjoy the book. 


Chapter 3 


I woke up in an absolute daze trying to remember why I 
was sleeping in a dress when everything that happened 
yesterday came rushing back. That dread that had filled me 
last night creeping back up in my stomach but I pushed it 
back down. It was better to treat the incident more 
robotically, I didn’t have much time to worry over it. I fell 
back into my pillows feeling mentally exhausted. How ever 
had that man brought me back here? I distinctly 
remembered passing out. 


I peeled the dress off of my body, getting rid of my 
undergarments and throwing them all into the hamper, 
after what had happened while I was wearing that dress, I 
doubted I was ever going to wear it again. I didn’t really 
care if my laundry machine ruined it. I took about as quick 
a shower as I could after thoroughly brushing my teeth, 
grimacing when I saw some bruises and handprints on my 
skin. 


A shiver shot through me as I remembered the way his 
hand had felt on my face, dirty dry skin against my own. I 
would have to use some concealer to cover the marks up, I 
really didn’t want people asking unnecessary questions. I 
didn’t know the first thing about makeup so usually I relied 
on Sophie or my mom to both get me my supply and apply 
it, but today I would have to make do myself. Makeup could 
be really beautiful if you knew how to apply it properly, I’d 
always envied people who could. I just didn’t have the 
patience firstly to learn how to put it on or to apply it 
regularly, so there was no point of me learning it. 


I rushed around getting ready for work trying to put 
socks on while eating a muffin was a lot more trouble than 
it may have seemed at first. I went to grab my purse and 
saw my phone that I had dropped last night sitting right 
under it. A small crack was visible in the corner of the 
screen, and I made a face remembering why I had dropped 
it. I promised myself I would talk to Jay and Sophie about 
this because keeping all this in was horrible for my 
probably already a little wankered mental state. 


I had always been a weird person when it came to 
trauma, I was either very nonchalant or just loosing it 
completely. There was no inbetween with me. When I had 
been 17 and learning how to drive, some idiot had veered 
out of their lane while texting and hit me head on. The 
driving instructor had to yank me out of the car, I was 
completely fine but just unresponsive. He had to call an 
ambulance to take me to the hospital. I had only recovered 
when my parents had gotten to the hospital and slowly 
coaxed me out of shock. 


Strangely after last night I just felt a little numb, like I 
was going through my daily routine but nothing was 
registering. Surely that was better than being upset over 
what had happened, but it was just very frustrating to go 
about life so robotically, feeling so faint and being unable to 
knock myself out of it. 


I rushed into work five minutes late sending a quick 
wave to Maggie, while tying up an apron. I loved this cafe, 
but honestly the place opened up much too early and that 
definitely clashed with my love for sleep. If it just started 
more in the afternoon then I’d have absolutely nothing to 
complain about, not that this was ever going to hinder me 
from loving the place. 


The bell rung signaling the day’s first customers had 
come in, I turned to greet them only to find a rambunctious 
group of boys tumbling in instead of our usual elderly 
customers this early in the morning. I tended to them 
ignoring their snarky comments which made me want to tip 
the hot coffee pot over their heads. But of course I had to 
hold my violent thoughts in as I would quite probably get 
arrested for doing so. More frighteningly Maggie would yell 
at me. She barely ever got mad, but when she did it was 
terrifying, it was the reason no one dared to misbehave in 
the cafe. Everyone knew better than to trigger Maggie’s 
wrath. 


By the time lunch rolled around I was starved, after just 
having a muffin for breakfast and running around serving 
customers I was basically salivating over the baked goods I 
was bagging for customers. As usual right around lunch, in 
came Sophie and Jay bickering over something small once 
again. They fought more than they spoke civilly to each 
other, and yet they were best friends. 


They gave me side hugs, giggling manically when I 
glared at them as they’d caused me to spill some of the 
coffee I was holding. Cleaning that up I shooed them away 
to the back room. They were better far away from messes, 
they wouldn’t be any help even if they tried. After cleaning 
the spilt coffee, I made my way into the back room, after 
doing a quick sweep of the cafe with my eyes to ensure the 
few customers didn’t need anything. 


I had promised myself that I would tell them the story, 
and I did but of course I should have been more prepared 
for their reactions. Jay actually scooped me out of my seat 
putting me in his lap while rocking back and forth 
shrieking. He curled me up on his lap, only serving to make 
me mourn my short height of 5’4 more than I already did. 
His voice was so shrill it was indecipherable as to what he 


was Saying. Sophie threw herself at both of us, enveloping 
us both in a giant hug, murmuring her thanks that I was 
alright under her breath. I was simply surprised the chair 
didn’t break. I finally managed to yell for Maggie over Jay’s 
screams and she, God bless her, got me out of their mess. 
Although Jay was very reluctant to let me go, his hand 
patting my hair messily as Maggie got me settled into a 
chair away from them so I could explain what had 
happened to her. 


I quickly explained what I had told them to Maggie and 
she silently hugged me and of course the doofuses joined in 
acting as if I had just woken up from a decade long coma. 
Maggie tried to convince me to tell my parents about the 
incident, but it would terrify them and they’d surely insist 
on me coming back home. That wasn’t possible, the 
semester had already started, so they would worry 
unnecessarily. 


They all urged me to report it to the police, but truthfully 
I just wanted to forget that it had ever happened. It was 
very difficult to not think about it as it was, having to 
recount it to the cops and go to court for it would make the 
experience worse for me. Surely my parents too would then 
find out. But then I couldn’t be selfish, I should report it to 
prevent the man from attacking someone else. Perhaps 
they wouldn’t be as lucky as me. A shiver passed through 
me as I thought of what could have happened if my saviour 
hadn’t come in time. 


When everyone had calmed down and Jay had completely 
assaulted me, which was supposedly his way of checking 
for injuries, they finally all sat there smirking while I looked 
at them horrified. They had all finally cracked, I wished 
they wouldn’t have all gone simultaneously insane, but I 
couldn’t control that. Jay held on for longer than I 


expected, I had thought he would go insane about three 
years ago, right around when I’d met him. 


“What?” I said thoroughly creeped out after they just sat 
there smirking for a steady minute. 


“So knight in shining armour ay?” Sophie said still 
smirking and Jay made hooting sounds while Maggie just 
observed me. I flushed slightly. Her gaze soft but 
calculating. It was impossible to hide anything from 
Maggie. 

Trying to change the topic to something that had been 
afflicting me since I woke up. 


“How did he get into my house? I don’t know about you 
but that’s a little freaky, how did he know where I lived?” 
“Darling calm down he probably checked from your phone 
which unluckily you don’t have a pass code on otherwise 
you would probably wake up in his house with him tending 
to you with his shirt off.” I stared at Jay, wrinkling my nose 
slightly grossed out. 


“What would he even be tending to, I don’t have any 
visible injuries, a runny nose?” I ask and Jay’s nose 
scrunched in distaste at unromantic statement. 


“He probably found that note on your phone, the one 
titled for emergencies that has all your information on it, 
where you live, first priority contact.” Sophie says 
nonchalantly making my jaw drop. 

“How do you know about that?” I asked in a hushed voice. 
“Once again no passcode.” Sophie said and I frowned at the 
floor, after once getting locked out of an iPod for not 
putting the passcode in correct I’d sworn never to use 
passcodes again. That note had been put in incase I ever 
lost my phone and it was found by somebody intent on 
returning it, or if I got into an accident. 


“He probably got your keys from your purse, honey you 
really shouldn’t be questioning him he did save you.” 
Maggie said. 


“But you guys didn’t see him fight, god he was ruthless. 
It was horrifying.” I added feeling like if I didn’t tell them 
they would probably start naming our imaginary children. 
“He was Saving you.” 
“No well yeah but he almost killed the guy.” I shivered. 
“Raine you were about to pass out and to you even a Slap is 
violent.” Sophie said rolling her eyes. 


“IT know what I saw you know what lets check the camera 
he was horrifying not that I’m 
not grateful. But I really wouldn’t want to be on the 
receiving end of his punches. Plus that way I can report 
that creep who attacked me.” I told them proud of my idea. 
“Yes please I’d love to see the man who saved you I bet he’s 
gorgeous.” Jay said dreamily and I scrunched my nose at 
him, was that all he thought about. 


Maggie quickly rewinded the cameras recording to 
around the time I had come in. We watched me walk in and 
the creep sneak in behind me, Jay letting out a shrill 
scream that had me rubbing my ears to stop the ringing, he 
had great lungs. My hands grew clammy as we watched 
him drag me out roughly and Jay grabbed me into his arms 
again as if I was still getting hurt and although it was sweet 
I had enough of him groping me today. I quickly struggled 
out of his hold glaring at him while he pouted letting out 
what I deemed to be a menacing snarl for good measure. I 
was basically terrifying. 


We saw silver eyes run upto where I was, I hadn’t 
notched how large he was or the way he moved last night, 
with a beast like precision, an animal hunting its prey with 
absolute natural but terrifying grace. We watched as he 


ripped the man off of me. And I was right, he was 
absolutely ruthless he even had Sophie, the most violent 
person I know wincing. But as he turned to check on me all 
four of us gasped. 


I hadn’t realized how attractive the man was yesterday. I 
also happened to conveniently not notice that the man who 
saved me was the most dangerous man in the country, 
probably even the continent. The man who owned most of 
the town, probably even most of North America, and was 
feared by many, Xavier Night. 


We watched him as he finally let go of the limp man, and 
made his way towards me, reaching me just as I had begun 
to collapse. His arms wrapped securely around my waist 
tugging my small nearly lifeless form into his chest. His 
eyes glancing me over, checking for damage before he 
tugged me closer to him, mumbling something to me softly. 
He picked me up bridal style and stormed out of the 
Cameras reach, gazing down at me in his arms. 


After a few minutes Maggie finally shut the recording off. 
They all turned to stare at me. 


“Okay so not a knight in shining armour.” Jay said finally 
breaking the silence. 


“More like mafia in a well tailored suit.” Sophie 
murmured. 


“Raine, we owe a lot to that man for saving you, but you 
need to stay away from him, only the lord knows what runs 
through his head.” Maggie said and I nodded in response 
fully planning to sprint the other way if I saw this man in 
public. 


This man wasn’t some ordinary gang leader, nobody 
could prove his work was illegal. He owned the largest 
company in the country but there were so many theories of 


how he got there. He was the type of man your parents told 
you bedtime stories about to scare you and keep you on the 
right path. Although most were simply theories, but there 
were actually witnesses of him killing his own father. 
Although in court he had somehow managed to prove it 
was self defence though according to the witnesses it was 
anything but. Other recounts of his brutality too existed, 
some terrifying but others most definitely fictional. 


After forcing me to promise them all about ten times that 
I would never go near that man they all finally left me and 
Maggie and I were able to get back to work. 


They all sat around me as we called the police, Maggie 
had shut the cafe down for a few hours. I spoke to the 
operator, having to explain to them I was safe at the 
moment, the incident had taken place last night. Our town 
was normally a very safe place, to the point where most 
people didn’t bother to lock doors, so the operator didn’t 
know how to handle the situation. The poor woman 
sounded more panicked than me even. She told me the 
police would be there shortly, a cruiser having conveniently 
been patrolling in the area. 


“Did you get a chance to hit him?” Sophie asked and I 
nodded. 
“T hurt him more than he did me.” I told her making her 
smile in approval. 


“We shouldn’t have let you leave that party alone. I felt 
so bad last night, even before you told us about this, 
because we’d ruined your birthday.” Sophie says, looking 
down sadly. 


“You didn’t ruin my birthday, I’m not a huge fan of them 
anyway. But none of this was any of yours fault, incidents 
like this are always the attacker’s fault alone.” I tell her 


and she nods, leaning forward from her seat to give me a 
hug, and I hug her back. 


A knock sounds on the glass doors, and voices call out 
for us to open the doors, telling us they are officers. 
Maggie gets up to go open the door and we all trail behind 
her. Unlocking it, she looks at their badges that they’ve 
held up before letting them in. 


“Are you Raine Pierce?” The blonde man asks me, 
looking almost too young to be an officer, his partner a man 
with dark curly hair and chocolate coloured skin, looking to 
be his supervisor. 

“That’s me.” I say and he nods introducing himself and his 
partner to us and shaking our hands. 

“We’re going to have to speak to you privately Ms.Peirce.” 
The older officer tells me and I nod, showing them the way 
to the back room. 


We all take a seat around the table, and get behind me by 
asking me about what I was doing last night, and about the 
scene of the incident, before asking me about to recount 
the details. They listen carefully, the blonde man taking 
furious notes while the other scribbles only a few things 
down as I speak, neither of them interrupting me. After I’ve 
told them about what had happened, I show them the 
camera footage. 


“Ms.Peirce we are going to send out an arrest warrant 
for this man. We will make sure to contact you when we’ve 
found him. If you happen to ever see him anywhere, call us 
immediately. If you need people to speak to about the 
incident, which would be a good idea because I’m sure it 
was traumatizing, here’s a little package with different 
people you can contact. I’m very glad you are safe, but god 
forbid if something like this happens again, make sure to 
contact us as soon as possible. It gives the attacker less 


time to escape.” The older officer hands me a little 
pamphlet from one of his pockets. I grab onto it, thanking 
them both and they shake my hand once more before they 
leave. 


Although Maggie wishes for me to go home and rest, I 
need the distraction so I ask for her to reopen the cafe. 
Hesitantly she opens it to customers again, and in just a 
few minutes customers are filing in again. 


I busy myself with serving the customers, even getting in 
a few book orders. It wasn’t often for people to buy books, 
and usually those who did went to Maggie for help. I guess 
the constant mumbling to myself made me look a little 
crazy and made people hesitant to approach me. I usually 
was quite busy with making drinks too admittedly. Time 
passed by quickly as I made drinks and baked goods, their 
scents wafting throughout the cafe. 


The day was almost over, only about twenty minutes left 
to closing time and most people had cleared out. I had just 
given the last order of drinks and a person had accidentally 
spilled some of their chocolate mocha. At least they had 
had the decency to let me know. I quickly grabbed a cloth 
to wipe the spill when the bell rung signalling a customer 
had come in. I was furiously working at the chocolate syrup 
and cream that had spilled when I heard footsteps come 
towards me. 


I looked up, blowing my hair out of my face and felt my 
heart stop as my eyes connected with stormy grey ones, 
which just happened to be staring very intensely, at me. 


Chapter 4 


I felt my heart stop the man everyone in the country 
feared was here, in my little sanctuary. A wave of panic 
surged through my veins as I realized the man I had only 
heard horrifying stories about was now walking towards 
me. I wanted to look at him, all of him, but his eyes were 
too hypnotic I was unable to look away long enough to even 
get a glance at what I was up against here. The silver that 
seemed to swarm through his eyes was pulling me in, 
luring me into a devastating trap. His voice finally broke 
me out of the trance. 


“How are you feeling?” I stood there trying to compose 
myself enough to answer but the raw power that he gave 
out kept me frozen in my spot. It was nearly tangible in the 
air, as if if I reached out to touch him there’d be some sort 
of current around him, some _ physical barrier that 
surrounded him. Something so devastatingly powerful it 
was electrifying. 


“I’m, I’m fine.” I finally managed to say trying to decide 
between two phrases considering what would sound more 
convincing. He stood there looking at me his hands tucked 
into the pockets of his expensive grey suit, his eyes so 
calculating I felt like he could see right through me. His 
silver gaze was burning, so intense it felt as if simply one 
glance from those eyes could penetrate through every 
possible barrier. As if it weren’t possible to hide something 
from them. He didn’t say anything just nodded in response 
to my pathetic answer. 


We stood in silence for a moment his eyes piercing 
making my skin erupt with goosebumps. I tried to find 


anything to do to get him out of there as fast as possible for 
the way he looked at me shook me to my core something 
unrecognizable in his eyes. 


I tried to focus on wiping the spill again hoping that 
would make him leave but he simply stood there, and I 
realized he was probably waiting for me to thank him. It 
was only appropriate the man had saved my life, the very 
least I could do was thank him. The aura he emitted made 
me forget how grateful I was. 


“Thank you.” I said finally looking up. 

He raised his eyebrow questioningly at my random idiotic 
outburst. I felt heat travel up my face. My short lived 
victory at having spoken to him without stuttering being 
suppressed under the embarrassment of my manic 
behaviour. It were as if every time I opened my mouth I 
spew out something with the goal only to humiliate myself, 
and then people wondered as to why I was quiet. 


“Y-you stopped that man that night and I-I just wanted to 

thank you. I’m very grateful for what you did.” I mumble 
softly, looking down again not having the courage to face 
the man. Crossing my fingers in the hopes that he’d heard 
my soft voice. 
“You’re welcome love.” He answered in his husky velvety 
voice. He stood there silently gazing at me as I clutched the 
bar cloth tightly within my hands, but there was something 
in the silence that made me not wish to break it. 


“I— uh my shift is over I’m just gonna leave.” I said 
awkwardly. 
“Is there anywhere I can drive you?” He asked and I shook 
my head frantically but realized I seemed rude. Leave it to 
me to offend the man that had saved my life, and manages 
to scare the living daylights out of the whole town 
simultaneously. 


“T-I mean I’ll manage but really, thank you once again.” I 

said staring directly at his broad chest, my eyes flickering 
to his gaze as I thank him. 
“If you’re sure.” He stated simply although for a moment I 
thought he might protest. There was a slight hesitancy in 
his voice, a strange reluctance, something he’d tried to 
disguise, it bordered nearly on desperation. But what he 
was desperate for I would never know. I nodded not 
trusting myself to speak. 


“Take care of yourself love.” The man said, turning away 
from me and walking out of the tiny cafe. For a moment I 
wondered if he’d even make it through the door with how 
imposingly large he seemed, shaking my head at my own 
thoughts. He was large but he wasn’t Godzilla. I feared it 
was more likely I’d be able to hold my own against Godzilla 
than I would Xavier Night. The light jingling of the bell 
resonating around in the silence of the now empty cafe in 
his wake. 


I felt myself finally able to breathe, when I had lost sight 
of the large imposing man although my heart still 
hammered in my chest frightfully. 


I quickly flipped the sign out front to closed and ran to 
the tiny room in the back. I nearly barged in but realized 
Maggie would ask questions if I did and I wanted nothing 
more than to cuddle into the warm comfort of my bed. Of 
course if Maggie were to know Mr.Night had come to speak 
to me it was quite likely the two buffoons I lovingly called 
friends would know by tomorrow at the latest as well. She 
wasn’t one to gossip, but Maggie knew they were nearly 
always with me when I wasn’t in the cafe, and being her 
concerned self she’d want them to know. 


I composed myself smoothing my hair down and catching 
my breath before slowly opening the door and smiling at 


Maggie who sat there recording the sales of the day. Her 
small slightly plump frame hunched over slightly on the 
chair as she focused on the package of sheets she still had 
yet to do. I wished to offer to help but she’d never accept 
my help, she always told me the perks of not being a owner 
was no paperwork and she’d forever hold a small grudge 
against Cyrus for objecting her to such torture. Perhaps it 
was the reason he still made the ever gruelling scones, 
Maggie would forever hold that over him. Although it 
wasn’t as if he wouldn’t ever do anything she requested of 
him. Decades into their marriage and they were still 
enamoured by each other, but it was Maggie who 
benefitted most from this. 


I grabbed my things taking my apron off setting it down 
before pecking Maggie on the cheek in farewell. I tried to 
walk normally out of the cafe but when I was outside I 
couldn’t help myself and nearly sprinted the whole way 
home ignoring the looks of the people I passed by. 


Finally reaching home I let myself in, dropping the keys 
into their glass holder. The keys making a clanking sound in 
the quiet apartment. My neighbours were mostly the 
elderly, awake at strange times, but still very quiet. I 
poured a kettle of water on the stove for my tea before 
going to change into my comfiest, warmest and fuzziest 
pyjamas. 


I set up my favorite chick flick hoping to forget about 
everything that happened today by losing myself in Zac 
Efron’s beautiful eyes. 


I grabbed one of my favourite tea cups from the cabinet, 
pouring tea straight from the kettle into it. The sweet 
almost leafy but not quite scent of green tea filled my 
nostrils and I felt my frown lines disappear. Dropping in a 
spoon of sugar and stirring it, I retired to my room, closing 


all the lights on my way. Settling myself into the comforts 
of my blankets, I played the movie. Losing myself in the 
romantic depths of it. 


Chapter 5 


Xavier’s POV 
It had been three years. Three years since the first time I 
had seen her. Three years since I had first looked into her 
sweet chocolate coloured eyes, seen the way the air flew 
through her soft looking chocolate waves. I had secretly 
been watching over her, getting my people to check in on 
her every few weeks. 


Sometimes even being pathetic enough to just happen to 
go to the cafe in the hopes she would be there. I had never 
acted this way for anyone, but she wasn’t just anyone, one 
glance and it was clear that she was special. Something 
extraordinary, and so very far from reach. 


She was the only one I would ever act this way for, she 
made me want to be a better man and over the years I had 
tried to be, just so I could be closer to being worthy of her. 
I would never truly deserve her but I couldn’t help myself. 
All along I knew that soon a day would come that I’d go 
barging into her life like the selfish man I was. She was like 
a breath of fresh air, made of the sweetest of ironies. 
Seemingly so delightfully cold, yet comfortably warm. 


I yearned for her to show me the light, to maybe even 
bring me out of the darkness I was surrounded in. I’d set 
myself a timer, and it was nearly up now. I threw myself my 
own little party by allowing myself to indulge in my 
pathetic desires and check in on her myself today. 


I sat in a meeting with one of our most important clients 
which I had conveniently set in a restaurant near where the 
only party in the small town and consequently she would 
be. Her friends had dragged her to a party and I was on the 


verge of pulling my hair out at the idea of her getting hurt 
while attending. 


Parties like that were full of danger, drunk boys, spiked 
drinks and glass bottles held by drunk people. Boys pining 
to dance and surely I wasn’t the only one who saw how 
beautiful she was. I knew my angel didn’t like parties she 
was probably bored out of her mind and how I wished I was 
the one she called in that state, but I was comforted by the 
thought that perhaps one day I would be. 


Perhaps one day I would be apart of her life, for now I 
could only get a glance at from afar if I happened to 
stumble across her. Although my eyes would seek her out 
always and everywhere, we didn’t particularly participate 
in the same events, or speak to mutual people. As tempting 
as it was I couldn’t intrude on her privacy as to follow her 
around, but I was forced by my own beastly nature to 
ensure she was at the very least safe. To keep it strictly 
that way I hired others, to check in on her, others who 
would keep it very professional. 


I got a call from one of my men telling me Raine had left 
the party alone and was heading for the cafe. Only serving 
to worsen my panicky state. I quickly wrapped up the 
meeting and left getting into my car and breaking nearly all 
traffic laws on my way to the cafe. 


I sat in my car which was parked far away from the cafe 
waiting for her to come out so I could see her safely go to 
her home. She walked out and I felt my breath catch in my 
throat. She was absolutely breathtaking in her little black 
dress. She always looked beautiful but tonight she looked 
breathtaking, one glance at her and I had forgotten what 
purpose oxygen served in the human body. How I longed to 
be by her side, to be the one who’s arm she clung to if she 
ever stumbled, her inability to walk on straight surfaces 


without falling was both endearing and another reason for 
me to feel as if she needed me, to always be there to catch 
her. 


But no matter how I indulged myself I’d always know an 
angel didn’t need a beast, it was the truth that I couldn’t 
hide from. The light doesn’t need to be submerged in 
darkness, the dark should always only hover, never to 
engulf. But how difficult it was to not take her into my arms 
to not take her for myself to hold the angel captive for 
myself, away from the world, the patience it that it took, a 
beast did not have. 


She walked towards her car completely lost in her own 
world, her big chocolate eyes trained on the street before 
her, as if the world around her didn’t matter, it’s cruelty 
unable to touch her, and I’d make sure of it. 


Her delicate hands reached towards the purse that hung 
off of her dainty shoulders. So completely entranced by 
even the slightest of things she did, I nearly didn’t notice 
the burly figure that came up behind her. I wasn’t a 
devoted follower of the one above but at that moment I 
prayed for him to simply walk past her. My chest rumbled 
with anger as he came up close behind her his dirty hands 
clamping onto her. A hand coming to cover her red mouth 
as another clamped onto her waist, my own hands nearly 
ripping my car door off in my haste to get to Raine. 


My heart beat frantically in my chest as my legs pumped 
faster than they ever had before. The muscles contracting 
near painfully as I pushed myself to animalistic limits 
closing the distance between us as fast as I could. A growl 
ripped from within me as I watched her struggle to get 
away from him, my vision blurring as I watched him 
whisper something into her ear. 


I came up behind them ripping the man away from her, 
and my heart constricted when I saw Raine panting for air, 
she had a weaker heart than the normal person. It beat 
more times then the average person per minute and any 
type of fear or exertion didn’t help her case. Her big 
chocolate eyes were wide, a heart wrenching fear displayed 
clearly in them. 


A rage built within my chest and I grabbed the man from 
his battered collar pulling back my fist, before letting it 
collide with a very satisfying crunch to his nose. A primal 
urge to protect being fulfilled making me want to growl out 
my satisfaction. I let my senses take over me as I mauled 
his dirty face with my fists, keeping a tight hold on his 
collar not letting him slip out of my grasp even as his 
struggle began to die down. My goal was to kill, kill the 
thing that tried to diminish the bright light, the one that 
tried to hurt my Raine, and kill him I would. 


The pants coming from Raine got more urgent before 
starting to slow down and slowly my brain started to 
refocus, my priorities becoming straight again. I turned 
towards her to see her rock backwards on her feet, her 
little nose scrunching as she tried to stay awake. She was 
about to collapse,my heart stopped in my chest as I 
watched her body begin to fall backwards and without 
having to think about it I was there to catch her. My arms 
wrapped around her waist as I crushed her soft cold form 
to my chest, her eyelids slowly beginning to flutter to a 
close. 


“You’re safe amica mea.” I whispered to her softly as her 
eyes completely closed and she went limp in my arms. I 
hoisted her into a more comfortable position, holding her 
little form close to me to warm her body up, to be able to 
feel that she was really here. That she was alright, she was 
safe in my arms. 


I let my eyes trail over her delicate facial features, 
indulging my desire to see her so up close and finally be 
able to observe the little things that added up created 
Raine. Like the way her lashes brushed against the soft 
creamy skin of her cheeks, her dainty slightly reddened 
nose, the tantalizing red mouth parted slightly in her 
peaceful state. I made my way to my car, setting her in 
carefully, brushing her chocolate coloured waves out of her 
face. The man unconscious on the street no longer on my 
mind. I kept my eyes trained on the beauty that lay on my 
car seat so as to not go back and end the man who’d dare 
to touch her in a harmful way. Who’d dared to frighten her, 
who’d dared to touch her without her consent, who’d dared 
to hurt what was mine. 


Authors Note-Important 


Hi thank you so much for reading this and actually giving 
it a chance. It’s been brought to my attention that this story 
seems like a werewolf story but it’s not. I just wanted to let 
you all know so you don’t go in expecting werewolves my 
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you see it another way you’re welcome to read it that way. 
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Chapter 6 


I stepped out of the building waving to the girl I had 
been sitting beside in class. My eyebrows furrowing as I 
struggled to match a name with her face, I was hopeless 
when it came to names. I shook out my hand that was all 
cramped up after taking so many notes. 


I tightened my coat around myself trying to preserve the 
warmth until I reached the cafe. Today was one of those 
days where I had school and I was working at the cafe. 
Despite how relaxing of an atmosphere the cafe had, being 
the only cafe in town, around midday it could get quite 
busy. 


Settling my backpack comfortably on my shoulder, I 
walked on the side walk, getting weird looks from other 
walkers as I mouth the lyrics of a song stuck in my head as 
I walk. Perhaps my doctor had been lying to me when she 
said in my case talking to myself was perfectly healthy. I 
just liked to say my thoughts out loud, but everyone in town 
looked at me as I were some circus creature every time I 
did. 


I walked into the cafe heading towards the back room to 
see Maggie sitting there sipping on her usual cup of earl 
grey. I too was a tea lover, but unlike her I liked mine 
loaded with sugar. I smiled at her, greeting her warmly 
while setting my stuff up. 


We were just chatting about the new books coming in 
when the door bell chimed signaling customers had 
arrived. I hurried out greeting the beautiful young family 
while asking them their orders. 


I felt my heart sink looking at them as I brewed fresh 
coffee for the parents. I missed my own parents so much 
and while I wouldn’t take back my decision to go to a far 
away university I did miss my parents more then I could 
say. They were amazing people and I had always wanted a 
love like theirs. 


I served the drinks to the waiting family earning sweet 
shy words of gratitude from the two adorable children. I 
giggled at the little boys looking at me with their big eyes 
and bent down to their level answering. The family soon 
left and I was left attending to the rest of the customers 
that came in. 


After an hour of bustling about trying to quickly get the 
drinks out to the many customers Maggie came out to help 
me. Together we were serving drinks and helping 
customers to find their desired books. I let out a little 
breathy laugh as I watch Maggie giving a customer who’s 
reading a book without purchasing it the stink eye. Many 
customers would simply sit in the cafe and read the books, 
without paying for them, saying they were still deciding if 
ever called out. The couple I’m serving gives me a strange 
look at my random outburst of laughter. 


It was late afternoon when the cafe finally quieted down. 
I let Maggie go back to ordering books while I cleaned the 
cafe up. 


I was just finishing cleaning the last table when I heard 
the door bell chime. I heard footsteps but I continued 
tidying until I heard a deep velvety voice call out. 

“Excuse me.” 


I turned around only to freeze when I saw who was 
sitting there. It was Xavier Night sitting idly in the comfy 
couch chairs staring at me intensely. The dark blue dress 
shirt he wore making the stormy grey colour of his eyes 


even more prominent. His eyes were so coldly beautiful, 
they could leave a person breathless even at this distance. 


I felt my heart hammering in my chest as I slowly made 
my way over to him thinking this was it. I was going to be 
murdered by the mafia for unknown reasons and it was 
probably going to look like an accident. No one would ever 
know what had happened to me. The intense way with 
which he was looking at me, had no other plausible 
reasoning. I’d probably accidentally offended him, and now 
he was here to seek revenge. 


I finally stood near his table trying to maintain enough 
distance so that I could run if needed. 


“W-what can I get for y-you sir?” I stuttered out blushing 
at my own incompetence. It seemed as if his eyes softened 
when they rested on my reddened cheeks and he leaned 
towards me, slowly getting up almost as if he was afraid to 
startle me. 

“IT wanted to know how you were doing.” He _ stated 
cautiously. His deep voice quieter than usual, he was 
making an effort to not frighten me. 


“IT mean to ask if that man had bothered you again.” He 

explained when he saw my confused expression. I prepared 
myself to answer trying to quietly clear my throat. 
“No.” I tried to say in a firm strong voice but it came out as 
a squeak when I made the mistake of looking into his eyes. 
From afar they were so cold, but up close if you had the 
courage to look into them, you could see there was a storm 
brewing within. One that suggested that he wasn’t as 
emotionless as he may appear from afar. 


“Low lives like him are easy to scare off, but if he does 
come back, do tell me. I’ll get rid of him for you.” He said. 
My eyes widened thinking of the possibilities of what 
Xavier Night meant by getting rid of someone. 


“T don’t think that would be necessary, he’s gone for sure 
but thank you.” I quickly rushed out. He looked at me 
calculatingly for a moment, to see if I were just trying to 
get rid of him or if I really meant it. The answer to his 
curiosity was one I was even unsure of. We stood there in 
awkward silence, and I tried to avoid looking at him 
directly, while he drilled holes into the side of my face with 
his intense eyes. He finally spoke up interrupting the 
silence. 


“Can I order something, or are you guys closing?” He 
asked. 
“No, no we’re not closed.” I stated and then when he didn’t 
respond the nerves made me embarrass myself further 
“You can order.” I blurted out. The sides of his lips quirked 
up a bit and his grey eyes swarmed with amusement. It was 
as if I was hellbent on making a fool of myself in front of 
him, he probably thought I was a mess. Which admittedly I 
was most of the time. 


“T-I’ll just let you decide.” I said awkwardly wanting to 
get away, before I could make more of a fool of myself, 
although I doubted it was possible. 


“What would you suggest?” He asked confidently causing 

me to turn back towards him and he took the opportunity to 
take a step closer towards me. 
“T-the lattes are very good, so are the mochas, the 
Cappuccinos are brilliant, the teas are spectacular and the 
coffee is very fresh.” I blurted out resorting to my 
embarrassing habit of rambling when I feel nervous. Nearly 
panting at the end of my rushed sentence. 


“What would you suggest, for me?” He questioned 
making me nearly drop the towel I was holding. His 
question sounded strangely intimate, his husky voice 


deepening, warming in a way that gave me the chills, but 
confusingly they weren’t bad. 


“F-for you?” I repeated idiotically, having to repeat the 
words to make them register. He just nodded slowly the 
amusement back in his eyes as he stared at me like a lion 
would it’s prey. 

“The coffee is the most popular choice.” I offered not 
knowing what to Say. 


“That’s not what I asked now was it amica mea?” He 
asked, his strong presence getting overbearing as he 
leaned further towards me so close that I could feel his cool 
breath on my face. I backed away gulping. 

“T-the gingerbread latte.” I said offering up my favourite 
when my mind conjured a blank. But as I pondered this 
man holding the whipped cream and garnished with an 
adorable smiley face drink, I realized that was a horrible 
choice. 

“H-how about the dark roast coffee?” I suggested instead. 


“No love I'll have the gingerbread latte.” He ordered. 
“A-alright I will bring that right to you s-sir.” I answered, 
mentally face-palming at my shaky speech. I’d never met 
somebody as intimidating at him, let alone spoken to 
someone like him, it was terrifying to say the least, but in a 
way thrilling. It left me blushing and stammering like a 
moron. 


He watched me as I all but sprinted away from him to the 
safety of the small feeble counter. I started making the 
drink turning my back to him but still I could feel his eyes 
drilling holes into me causing my blood to pump faster in 
my veins. 


Soon a buzzing interrupted the soft jazz music of the cafe 
and his voice rang out as he growled out a quiet what into 
the phone. The other person seemed to talk for a moment 


as Xavier Night stood in silence. 
“T’ll be right there.” He said in response to whatever the 
person had said. 


“On second thought love make that latte to go.” His 
husky voice rang out much closer then I had expected and I 
nearly jumped out of my skin turning to find him right 
against the counter gazing at me intensely. 


“A-alright.” I answered finishing the latte off with a 
smiley face as customary and handing it off to him in our 
light blue snowflake patterned cups. 


“That’s 3.50 Mr.Night.” I said. He reached out handing 
me a five dollar bill his hand gently touching my finger 
before pulling away. I felt sparks against my skin causing 
me to look up startled, he must have shocked me. His 
pupils dilating, as his grey eyes darkened fractionally. 


“That’s Xavier to you love.” He said making my jaw drop 
as I looked up at him, and as he turned, I could have sworn 
his eye dropped into a wink. 


Chapter 7 


I scribbled around on my papers mindlessly, too lost in 
my thoughts to actually get any of my work done. I felt 
someone poke me in the side of my ribs and I looked up 
annoyed to find Jay staring at me with an ear to ear smile. 


“What are you thinking about?” He asked casually, 
plopping himself down on the seat in front of me. His 
ridiculous smile still on his face, and from the corner of my 
eye I can see a few teenagers looking at him in disdain. If 
they were just a few tables closer not even they would have 
been able to resist his candy apple green eyes that forever 
gleamed with mischief. 


“My homework.” I said hoping he would actually believe 
my lie and we wouldn’t lapse back into talking about Xavier 
Night again the way we had been doing since they had 
forced me to tell them. Maggie had apparently heard a 
man’s voice and decided to tell Jay and Sophie, them being 
the deranged imbeciles they were, did everything they 
could to get who it was, out of me. Sometimes it seemed as 
if getting me an adequate social life for a young woman in 
university, was their only goal in life. 


“You actually think I’m gonna believe that? I know you 
better than you know yourself.” Jay said playfully sassily, 
and I smiled at him turning back to my homework, this time 
trying to actually do it. My temples immediately beginning 
to ache as I caught sight of the accounting problems that 
sat before me. 


“How is it that Sophie and you are here just as much as I 
am, while I’m the only one who actually works here?” I ask 


Jay. 


“We enjoy the ambiance, it’s certainly not for you.” Jay said 
sassily, and I made a face at him turning back to my work. 


“I’m just kidding, we love you.” Jay said ruffling my hair 
playfully. Staring at Jay I wondered if he was bipolar. 


“You were thinking about him weren’t you?” Jay said 
refusing to drop it despite my clearly failed attempt at 
changing the topic. 


“Amongst other things.” I answered hoping my aloofness 
would annoy him and he would stop badgering me. 


“I’ve been thinking too and that’s really weird, are you 
sure you weren’t hallucinating? A man like that doesn’t 
drink super sugary lattes and wink at people. From what 
I’ve heard he’s as emotionless and blank as they come.” Jay 
said. Admittedly the man’s face didn’t show much of what 
he was feeling, but his eyes were expressive, if you had the 
courage to look into them. His jaw seemed to tick when he 
was irritated by something, eyebrows raised when 
confused. I couldn’t have been the only one to notice that, 
perhaps the others were too intimidated by him to catch 
the little things that hinted at what he was feeling. 


“Hey! My gingerbread latte is not super sugary it’s 
actually healthy, quite a good source of calcium.” I tried 
defending my favourite drink. 


“That’s all you got out of what I said?” Jay asked 
exasperated. I simply nodded until I realized what he said. 


“Hey, I don’t hallucinate I have a perfectly healthy state 
of mind.” I argued angrily. Although my parents would 
always deny it I had a faint memory of going to a 
psychiatrists clinic as a child to get a check up. My habit of 
mumbling to myself had been with me from when I was a 
kid. My parents probably thought it was_ clinical 
psychopathy, but I was just strange. So it was definite, I 


had not been hallucinating unless I’d driven myself into 
becoming delusional over the years, but ignorance was 
bliss. 


“Yeah right, you thought the Xavier Night winked at you, 
and drank a gingerbread latte? Either you were high, which 
you would never do, or you were hallucinating. For gods 
sake people are terrified of him, no one has ever seen him 
smile or even look angry. A year or two ago there was this 
thing going around that he wasn’t even human.” Jay said 
and I watched with a brow raised as he gossiped in a 
hushed whisper, his eyes glowing while he spoke of the 
scandal. Gossiping made his whole face light up. 


“There’s no point arguing with you, I think you have 
more than just slight issues.” I said and Jay stuck his 
tongue out at me childishly, while I turned back to my work 
ignoring his childish tactics. 


“No matter what, you stay away from that man okay 
baby pie? You’re too innocent to be in touch with a guy like 
that.” Jay said sincerely. 


“T will. Trust me, I plan to stay as far away from him as 
possible, he’s really scary.” I said, gulping nervously as our 
last encounter comes back to mind. The way his 
intimidating aura and tall broad stature had made the cafe 
seemed much smaller in comparison. Rumours about 
Xavier Night in this town were so extensive that some 
people didn’t even wish to stay in the same vicinity as him. 
Some of the elderly even went as far as to blame our 
collapsing tourism industry on him. 


“Even holding one of your smiley face gingerbread 
lattes?” Jay asked smiling and I nodded my head rapidly, 
remembering how intimidating he looked even with the 
cutest drink ever in his hand. A chuckle escaped him and 
he leaned over the table to press a kiss to my forehead. 


“I’m gonna go Raine, but you take care, and if he comes 
near you, you call me okay? I may not look like much but I 
can whip some booty. Especially when I’m in the mood.” Jay 
said winking as I looked at him confused, before I finally 
realized what he meant making him laugh at my disgusted 
expression. It was Jay’s life goal to disgust me. 


“Bye baby pie.” He said before walking away, leaving me 
to get back to what I’d been doing. I sat at the table for the 
rest of the day, mumbling to myself as I finished my 
homework. 


Chapter 8 


I walked into my class, today was going to be a good day, 
mid-terms were over and after two long gruelling weeks I 
could finally relax again. I had even taken a week off from 
the cafe for exams, and missed it terribly. Unlike most 
people I loved my job and couldn’t wait for my shift today. 
In order to celebrate midterms being over, my business 
management professor had a guest speaker coming in. 
Apparently he was from one of the biggest companies in 
North America. He was a great professor, although a tad bit 
strange. He’d newly moved from a country in Europe but 
had no distinguishable accent, and more than half of his 
stories were quite questionable. 


I took my usual seat beside Tyler, he was one of the 
sweetest guys I had ever met and very helpful. I smiled at 
Tyler whispering a “hi” to him before turning back to the 
professor who was ranting about the guest speaker. The 
short middle aged man could speak much longer in just one 
breath than what one would expect at just one glance at 
him. 


I shuffled through my messy bag trying to find my pen, 
growing more frustrated by the second. I huffed before 
sweeping my hair into a ponytail and diving back into the 
mess I called a bag pulling out my books to find my favorite 
pen. I was still trying to find my stuff while listening to my 
professor when he said something that had me frozen in my 
seat. 


“Class welcome James Winchester of Night Enterprises.” 
Night Enterprises belonged to Xavier Night the terrifying 
man that had been the topic of most of my friends and my 


conversations unfortunately since I had told them of our 
strange encounters. I heard gasps all around the 
auditorium, whispers filling the room, people completely 
shocked the professor would bring in a man from the most 
scandalous business in North America. A tall man stood 
next to my professor, he had cleanly cut short caramel 
brown hair, and bright green eyes that seemed to be the 
couloir of grass almost. He made my poor short professor 
look even smaller than he normally did. 


“Hello second years, my name is James. I am the head on 
the board of directors for Night enterprises. Mr.Night 
sends his apologies for not being able to attend, but I have 
come in his stead.” The man said and everyone gaped at 
him in silence the whole room so silent that we would be 
able to hear a pin drop. 


“IT have prepared a presentation for you all to see how 
this business reached the top and what a normal day in the 
office looks like.” The man said. It seemed everyone 
associated with Xavier Night was completely solemn and 
intimidating of course not nearly as much as him but still 
quite scary. 


We watched the presentation in awe Xavier Night had 
started this company and in just a few months the company 
had reached the top and had only gained more success as 
the years passed by. 


“Isn’t that amazing he started the company from 
scratch?” I whispered to Tyler leaning over a bit. 
“Yeah not really god knows what the man did to make the 
company this successful.” Tyler whispered back making my 
eyes widen as I leaned back into my seat. Completely 
forgetting my train of thought as I thought about the many 
things the terrifying man might have done to achieve that 
position. 


The lights flicked back on as the presentation finished 
and James rose from his seat in the back of the class 
grabbing the disc before turning back to us. 


“IT hope you all enjoyed the presentation and it was very 
nice meeting you.” The man said staring in my direction, 
his gaze curious and questioning but it seemed as if he had 
figured something out as his eyes glinted in friendly 
approval. After a moment of silent eye contact he looked 
away from me leaving me confused. 


The man walked out of the class ignoring my professor 
Mr.Hale who asked if the class had any questions. But my 
professor was still so overly excited about the amazing 
presentation that he didn’t even notice. He seemed to be 
nearly bouncing on his feet as he rambled on about Night 
Enterprises and their impressive financial and accounting 
skills. Much too fast for any of the students to even attempt 
to understand, let alone take any notes. 


Our class sat silently as MrHale rambled about the 
presentation and soon noticing our lack of enthusiasm the 
man dismissed us early. Mumbling to himself about how 
terrifying it was that we were the future. 


I said a quick goodbye to Tyler as we parted ways 
outside of the hall but unfortunately for me he leaned in for 
a hug. Me being the horribly awkward person I am, I patted 
his back hoping for this to end. 


“Ms.Peirce.” Rang out a horribly familiar deep velvety 
voice from behind us and Tyler finally pulled away from me. 
I hoped that it would turn out not to be who I thought it 
was but when I saw Tyler’s horrified expression I knew 
there was no hope and slowly turned around. 


Xavier Night stood there looking even more intimidating 
than usual in an all black suit, glaring at Tyler who barely 


managed to squeak out a “bye” before running away 
leaving me all alone with him. His finely pressed black 
collar shirt stretched tautly over his chest, doing little to 
hide how impressively muscled his chest was. The blazer 
accenting his muscled arms, only furthering his 
intimidation, his black slacks fitted nicely to his thick 
muscled legs. The all black clothing and clearly toned body 
that they disclosed within making him stand out amongst 
all the university kids. 


He stepped closer to me, making me unconsciously take 
a step back and he frowned. My heartbeat began to 
quicken as I looked up into his stormy grey eyes, my chest 
rising and falling rapidly with my deep breaths. 


“W-what are you doing here M.” I caught myself before I 
could say Mr.Night remembering his response to me calling 
him that the last time I saw him and his eyes filled with 
amusement. 


“IT had an important job to get done.” He said making me 
bite my lip like I always did when nervous or thinking about 
something. His eyes trained on my lip before he looked 
back into my eyes and his own seemed to be even more 
intense then usual, making me shiver he was probably 
thinking of the job he had done. I was willing to bet a lot of 
money it was something completely illegal. 


Thinking of all the crimes he could commit at a 
university I gulped, discreetly trying to take a step further 
away from him. His jaw clenched as he noticed my 
movement again his eyes darkening as he looked at me. I 
shifted uncomfortably under his scrutinizing gaze. 


Luckily Mr.Hale walked towards us probably to help me 
get away from the dangerous man perhaps he even knew of 
Mr.Night’s reputation. But my hopes were once again 
shattered as Mr.Hale nearly shoved me out of the way 


putting his hand out for him to shake rambling about how it 
was an honor to meet him. 


“Raine the headmaster just informed me Mr.Night here 
has donated a very large sum to the business department of 
our university, maybe that trip we have all been hoping for 
will actually happen this year. All because of this man.” My 
professor said looking at Mr.Night with awe and 
admiration. I looked at Xavier Night to see him already 
staring at me, for some reason I felt guilty for my 
assumption but really it wasn’t my fault the man was so 
intimidating that anyone would assume that. I tried to 
excuse myself from the conversation not wanting to stay 
under Mr.Night’s stare any longer. 


“T should get going I have to get to work I’m already late. 
So, uh have a nice day.” I said confused not knowing what 
to Say. 


“I can drop you off.” Xavier Night said just as I was about 
to turn away and I couldn’t help myself I nearly yelled out a 
loud no blushing when I saw their expressions. 


“T mean I don’t want to be a burden and I like walking.” I 
said hoping that was an adequate explanation. 


“T insist.” He said sternly. 


“Raine if the kind gentleman is offering a ride you should 
go.” Mr.Hale said, proving he had indeed only moved here a 
few months ago and had heard nothing about the man who 
hid behind the face of a successful businessman. He saw 
me open my mouth to protest and shot me a harsh glare. 


“Speaking of saving time I think that maybe today I could 
sign those papers for a scholarship application for you 
Raine.” The professor said and my jaw nearly dropped open 
this man was bribing me in clear daylight and it was totally 
working. Even though I might just end up murdered in a 


ditch I would have to go, a scholarship would help my 
parents so much in paying for my tuition. My proud parents 
refused to allow me to pay for my own tuition, they thought 
allowing me to pay for my own living expenses was far 
more than enough burden for me. Perhaps if I were a bit 
taller the people around me wouldn’t be so protective. 


“A-alright if it’s not a hassle.” I said my voice coming out 
shaky. 


“Lead the way love.” Xavier Night said gesturing towards 
the guest parking lot, his eyes sparkling in amusement and 
mischief. 


Chapter 9 


Tucked into the passenger seat of his beautiful car, I 
pressed myself against the door, trying to maintain as much 
distance between us two as possible, as I tried not to 
hyperventilate. I had thought about jumping out of the 
moving car more times than a self claiming sane person 
should, and we hadn’t even pulled out of the university 
grounds yet. I felt his gaze on me from time to time but I 
kept looking straight out the front windshield. 


“What classes are you taking?” He asked casually as if 
we were fast friends. 


“Business and social sciences, I-I’m not sure what I want 
to be yet.” I answered, this was my customary response to 
anyone who asked. He remained silent looking at me from 
the corner of his eye. I snuck a glance at him, to see a 
knowing look in his eye. It were as if he could see right 
through me, see that I was lying, it only made him more 
intimidating. I knew I wanted to go into the social sciences, 
I was just afraid that the job opportunities were far less 
than something like business. Although job finding fir any 
job nowadays was a struggle, I was lucky to have gotten a 
job at the cafe. 


I bit my lip nervously wishing I had managed to turn 
down his offer to drop me, not only was this ride terrifying, 
but I kept making a fool of myself by stuttering. He was just 
so intimidating I could barely focus on what I was saying. 


He turned towards me and I looked up at him, my mind 
going numb as I looked into his eyes. He said something to 
me but I couldn’t make out his words, how was it possible 
for someone to have eyes like his? Solid steel encased in 


thick black lashes, and his eyes even seemed to change 
colours, mine were always dark brown. He stared at me for 
a moment longer before he suddenly leaned towards me, 
stretching his arm out. 


I let out an embarrassing squeak cringing further into 
my seat and squeezed my eyes shut. This was it, he was 
finally done playing whatever game he was and was now 
going in for the kill. At least it was with his bare hands 
though, and not a carving knife. I kept my eyes shut 
waiting for the feeling of his large hands wrapping around 
my throat, but it never came. 


Hesitantly I opened my eyes looking towards him and to 
my surprise, he was leaned back into his seat, he had 
parked the car and was intently staring at my face. The 
very eyes I’d been admiring whirling with emotion, the 
crease between his brows telling me he was upset. 


“You're afraid of me.” He said his voice calm and steady 
a clear contradiction to his eyes. 
“No.” I said immediately, but it was too fast. 
“You are, how else do you explain flinching away when I 
tried to grab a CD from the dashboard? I just don’t 
understand why.” He said, clearly struggling to keep his 
voice levelled, I could practically feel his frustration. It 
made me flustered, and I didn’t know if I wanted to 
apologize for making him that way, or rant about why I was 
scared, but instead I did something far worse. 


“IT know who you are.” I blurted out, immediately 
slapping my hand to my mouth. The crease between his 
brows grew deeper and for a moment he even looked 
confused before his jaw clenched as he came to the 
realization of what I had meant. 

“You believe everything people tell you.” He stated, looking 


straight out the window his fist clenched so tightly around 
the steering, his knuckles were turning white. 


“No but gossip does come from somewhere _ too, 
especially when it’s so incessant.” I said. The stubborn 
cloud that had clouded my judgement passed as fast as it 
had come as I thought over my words. I had opened my big 
mouth and indirectly insulted the most dangerous and to 
misfortune most powerful man in North America, now I was 
definitely dead. If I wasn’t dead, I’d definitely been rude, 
and no matter who he was, he’d only been kind to me. He 
was undeserving of this kind of treatment. Maybe I should 
offer him a free latte next time he goes to the cafe. Perhaps 
an accompanying apology would be best 


I opened my mouth to apologize, but immediately 
clamped it shut as he turned away from me, letting go of 
the steering wheel, and stretching out his fingers. He 
looked so angry I couldn’t get a word out even if I tried. 
Perhaps he didn’t want to get blood on his seats, it truly 
was a beautiful car he would probably come after me at 
night. 


“S-sorry.” I squeaked out. 
“You have no need to apologize.” He mumbled, giving me a 
reassuring nod as I looked at him skeptically. It only made 
me feel worse, it would be much better if he yelled, then I 
wouldn’t feel guilty. I peeked at him from the corner of my 
eye, a guilty pressure making my chest feel constricted as I 
took note of his tightly clenched hands and set mouth. He 
was Clearly quite upset at what I had said. I hated it when 
people were upset with me. I as the type of person that 
thought about occasions on which I had inconvenienced a 
stranger years after it happened, and still felt the guilt the 
way I had when it happened. 


“That was uncalled for. You’ve been nothing but nice to 
me, I really am sorry. Gossip can be very far from the truth. 
I would know. Back when I was in high school people 
spread rumors that I was less than five feet tall, which was 
a total lie. I was actually 5’2, I just had horrible posture.” I 
bit my lip regretfully as I thought over what I had just 
disclosed to him. Only Jay and Sophie knew about that 
rumor, I hadn’t even told my parents it was_ so 
embarrassing to me. It wasn’t bad to be short, but since 
preschool I had been the smallest in my class so a rumor 
about me being even smaller than I actually was really 
bothered me. 


I turned to look at his reaction, he was biting his lower 
lip, eyes sparkling in amusement, but his expression had 
softened drastically and his hands were much more lax. He 
turned his face slightly to look at me and I quickly went 
back to staring straight ahead, allowing my hair to fall 
forward to cover my face. 


“T’m 5’4 now.” I blurted out after a moment of silence. 


“You definitely look it.” He said surprisingly in answer, 
and although it was more playfully sarcastic than I would 
have liked, the remark proved he was no longer upset with 
me. 


“T’ll have you know that is average height.” I really had 
no filter on the days that I started off my days without any 
caffeine to wake me up. 


“I’m sure it is.” He said in agreement and I gave him a 
suspicious side glance to see if he was still being sarcastic, 
and was quite appeased when he appeared to be sincere. 


The sight of the cafe saved me from having to say 
anything back. As the car came to a stop I unbuckled my 
seat belt, pursing my lips as I heard him do the same. 


Opening the door I stepped out, my hands having gotten so 
grossly clammy clutching my bag that it nearly slipped 
from my grasp and I had to fumble with it against his car to 
get a steady grip. After righting myself, I turned towards 
him hoping to thank him for the ride but to my dismay he 
gestured towards the cafe. 


We walked next to each other, he was so close to me that 
if I shifted even slightly our arms would touch. He held the 
door of the cafe open for me and I mumbled a quiet thank 
you to him stepping in. 


I turned towards him and stumbled back when I saw how 
close he was to me, he stepped even closer, leaning down 
to whisper in my ear. 

“Take care love.” 


He turned and strode out of the cafe leaving me gaping 
after him as had become a custom ending to all our 
encounters. 


I turned to see Maggie and Sophie standing there 
Sophie’s jaw hung open as they both gaped at me wide 
eyed. It took them a good minute to recover. 

“Damn he’s even better looking in person.” Sophie said and 
I was about to protest but Maggie spoke up obviously to 
reprimand Sophie. 

“God took his time on that one.” Maggie said making me 
stare at them both absolutely horrified, I was actually 
surrounded by perverts. 


“Do none of you realize that it is Xavier Night you are 
perving on?” I asked absolutely appalled at their reactions 
to the situation. 

“Shouldn’t we be asking you that, we weren’t the ones 
getting rides from him?” Sophie asked, her tone sarcastic, 
but she only looked disappointed. 

“IT was forced well on a social scale I was, our new 


professor was there and he insisted, I couldn’t say no.” I 
replied. 

“You should have.” Sophie said. That was the thing about 
being the youngest in a group of friends, everyone was 
overprotective. Sophie was also just naturally protective. I 
remember the time I’d gotten burnt by hot water while 
making tea, she’d forcefully kept my hand dipped in ice for 
nearly an hour. I couldn’t feel my hand for two days after 
that. 


“Sophie leave the poor girl alone.” Maggie said to Sophie 
before turning towards me. 
“Honey go put your stuff away.” She said to me smiling 
kindly and I mentally thanked her for saving me from 
Sophie’s protective mother mode. It wasn’t that the 
concern wasn’t appreciated, at times I just wished they 
wouldn’t worry about me as much, I wasn’t completely 
helpless. 


I walked to the back quickly, putting my stuff away 
before grabbing the box of new books and heading out 
again. I walked from shelf to shelf, arranging the new 
books we’d gotten according to genre, and alphabetical 
order. Having to sing the alphabet under my breath as I 
went. 


Sophie walked towards me as I finished stacking the 
books, dressed in her emerald green coat, showing she 
wasn't staying. 


“You know I only mean well right? I just don’t want you 
getting hurt.” Sophie said, giving me a sheepish smile. I 
had half the mind to remind her that Xavier Night had 
actually saved me from getting hurt before and had done 
nothing since to harm me, but caught myself before I said 
anything that started an argument. 


“IT know.” I said smiling back at her, and she pulled me 
into a hug before calling out a bye to Maggie and leaving 
the cafe. 


I spent the rest of my evening trying desperately to stay 
focused on the tasks I was completing, and not the 
complicated man that kept showing up everywhere I went. 


Chapter 10 


I stepped onto the porch of the house I had been calling 
home since I could remember. Coming to visit my parents 
during the start of the new semester had been a sudden 
decision, but one that I couldn’t bring myself to regret. I 
missed my parents more then I could say, and it had been 
much too long since I had last seen them. 


Getting away from Xavier Night wasn’t even the littlest 
bit of a reason for me to go visit my parents, at least that’s 
what I was trying to convince myself of. It just so happened 
to work out that I would come visit my parents for a week 
and that would mean avoiding any encounters with the 
terrifying man for at least the week. Plus with how busy he 
was, by the time I’d go back he would forget he had even 
ever met me. 


I took a deep breath knocking on the door preparing 
myself for my parents reaction. My mom was sure to at 
least cry a few, as she liked to call them happy tears. I 
heard somebody fiddle with the door knob before the door 
was pulled open by my mom too immersed in talking to 
notice it was me at the door. She was probably telling my 
dad the latest gossip, and when she finally looked up her 
eyes went wide. She rushed towards me her arms wide 
open, grabbing me and pulling me into her comforting 
embrace. 


I heard her yell for my dad making me wince at her loud 
voice so close to my ears, her voice slightly thick, and I 
knew the tears had already started. My dad walked out of 
the kitchen into the foyer looking alarmed until he saw who 
was being hugged by my mom. He rushed towards us and 


my mom let go of me as my dad pulled me into his embrace 
pressing a kiss onto my head before pulling away. 


“You didn’t even tell us you were coming.” My mom said 
sternly, probably worried she didn’t make enough food. But 
as her eyes raked over my, her face softened into a smile. 
There was this way that she looked at me, the way only a 
mother looked at her child. That absolute devotion, that 
made me never want to leave this house again. 


“It’s so good to see you though, regardless you should 
have told us, we would have been more prepared.” My 
mom said. 

“We don’t even have chocolate.” My mother exclaims and I 
let out a snort. 

“Now that’s a deal breaker, I’m going back.” I say grabbing 
for my bags and my mother’s eyes widen in alarm as my 
father lets out a small chuckle. 


“You don’t actually think I’d go back, do you mom?” I ask 
and she promptly shakes her head, but I scowl down at my 
bags, she totally thought I would have left. 


“Honey let her come in she’s probably tired from the 
long drive.” My dad said putting an arm around my 
shoulders steering me further into our home. 


My dad sat me down at the kitchen table, taking the 
chair next to me. 
“How’s university going Raine?” My father asked. 
“It’s going really well. We have a new professor, his names 
Mr.Hale and I’m completely sure that he’s crazy.” I say and 
my dad laughs. 


“Why?” He asks, and I settle down to tell him the strange 
tails of the erratic Mr.Hale. From him bringing in some fur 
from his cat in a sandwich bag and setting it on his desk, to 
the times he’d sat down on a student’s desk while the 


student sat in the chair. I’d never seen one of my peers look 
that uncomfortable. But for some reason I leave out how 
Mr.Hale had invited a guest speaker from a company with 
supposed criminal connections. Out in the city, nobody 
knew about the scandalous rumours attached to Night 
Enterprises, but in town, there wasn’t a person who didn’t. 


At times it saddened me, poor Mr.Night was judged by 
the whole town, but he was so intimidating, I could barely 
think in his presence. 


I watched as my mom bustled about the kitchen trying to 
make up for the lack of preparation time I’d given to her, by 
cooking everything in sight. 


“Mom what’s this?” I ask her, the green bean and 
chicken type stir fry, looking quite intriguing, but having 
witnessed my mother’s crazy cooking too many times, I just 
wanted to know the ingredients. She was a great cook, just 
sometimes a bit too adventurous. Last holiday season she’d 
roasted a turkey and the sauce she’d made with it was 
made of melted marshmallows mixed with oregano, and 
some other spices. Unlike most people she didn’t serve the 
sauce at the side, instead drizzling it all over the turkey. It 
was an interesting combination to say the least. 


“Just boring stir fry, I wanted to mix in something special 
but your father outright denied eating it if I did that, this 
morning at breakfast when I told him of my recipe.” My 
mom complained, looking absolutely adorable as _ she 
pouted sadly. My father gave her an apologetic smile. While 
my mother liked trying to cook new things, she hated 
cleaning. So if a recipe sounded too horrible my father 
threatened she’d have to clean up herself, if she made it. 
But usually he and I would just have to bear whatever my 
mom concocted up, which was fortunately mostly good. 


“Here are your plates.” My mother said, setting them 
down before us, pressing a kiss to my cheek, and pinching 
it playfully as she handed me cutlery. Usually my cheeks 
being pinched irritated me, but after not seeing her for so 
long, it was a forgivable crime. 


We all sat together for dinner, and I had to push back 
tears. I had missed this so much, the soft chuckles of my 
father when my mom would scold him for his improper 
table etiquette, my parents forcing me to eat more. Back in 
my apartment, nobody cared about how much IJ ate. I didn’t 
need for anyone to, I was an adult, but there was 
something about knowing someone cared enough to pester 
you that way. It was just the feeling of being surrounded by 
the people you love most, while eating. A part of me wanted 
to stay an extra week, but I couldn’t afford to skip classes 
that way. I knew these few days would pass by faster than 
they should be allowed to. 


Chapter 11 


The days had gone by so quickly, today was the day I was 
supposed to leave, and waking up to the sight of my bags 
sitting in the corner packed up again, had not helped me to 
deal with leaving again. I was meant to leave in the 
afternoon, but I had decided to leave this evening instead, 
to prolong the time I had left with my parents before I was 
to return to my apartment. 


My parents and I were out all day, even though I worked, 
they insisted to pay for the things that I wished to buy. 
Being an only child had its benefits, but I’d feel horrible if I 
let them pay for everything, they already payed for my 
tuition as it is. Although for a few things my parents won 
against me, and they paid for them. The town was really 
small, so I usually did some shopping when I came to see 
my parents, shops in town seldom had things I liked. 


After shopping, I had insisted to have dinner at home, 
even though they persisted to treat me to my favourite 
restaurant. On any other day I would have been eager to 
accept, but today I wanted a warm fresh meal made by my 
mother, god knows it would be a long time before I could 
come back. 


I sat beside my dad, helping him prepare the salad while 
my mom quickly whipped up chicken roast for all of us. It 
was customary for my dad and I to prepare the salad while 
my mom made dinner, for she claimed we would burn the 
house down trying and it still wouldn’t be edible. 


My mom set the chicken down in front of us, taking a 
seat across from us as my dad served us all. I dug in 
absolutely starved but I could feel my moms stare on me, 


and I looked up from my plate, raising my eyebrows since 
my mouth was too full to talk. 


“Honey you would tell us if you met someone special 
right?” My mom asked, making me nearly choke on my 
food, and I saw my dad crinkle his nose and clench his lips 
the way I did every time I was in an awkward situation. It 
wasn’t that he didn’t want me to date, he just had trouble 
coming to terms with that fact that his only child, was now 
old enough to date. Really I’d been old enough for quite a 
few years now, I’d just never been too eager to do so, since 
I was young I’d had a part time job, and school so I barely 
had time for a guy. I also wasn’t the type of girl most guys 
went for, even in high school, it would be my friends that 
boys would hit on, while I stood off to the side awkwardly. I 
was much too shy to pursue any little crush I’d ever had 
myself either. 


“I-I would tell you guys, I just haven’t found anyone yet.” 
I said hoping my mom would drop it. My mom looked at 
me, her lips pursed slightly as she frowned staring at me 
deeply, but it seemed as if she had seen something in me 
for she looked away, offering my dad dressing for his salad. 
Me and my dad both exhaled in relief and I saw my dad 
smile at me in fondness. We were both so alike, my mom 
would often complain that it was as if he was my mother, 
for instead of me being my mom’s shadow I was my dad’s. 


We finished up our meal, and shifted our little party over 
to our living room, all grabbing our preferred hot 
beverages. Falling back into routine at home was so easy, 
sitting with my parents chatting while I sipped on green tea 
felt so normal, as if I had never even moved out, but all too 
soon the evening came to an end and I had to leave. 


I stood beside the door pressing one last kiss onto my 
mother’s cheek before pulling away from her embrace and 


into my dad’s awaiting arms. That was the worst about 
going away I couldn’t hug my parents whenever I wanted 
to. 


“Come back soon honey, we miss you more than you can 
imagine when you’re gone.” My mom says and I smile at 
her promising I would be back soon, before I stepped out 
into the dark night. 


Getting into my car, I waved them a final goodbye, before 
backing out of the driveway. I really hoped I would be able 
to come back soon, although with University and work it 
wasn’t very probable. 


I had been driving for hours, and was so close to falling 
asleep, I probably should have left earlier. It had been 
nearly five hours before I finally saw anything that seemed 
even remotely familiar. 


I got out of my car walking like a drunk person, I was so 
tired, I could fall asleep standing. My drooping eyes shot 
open as I heard an odd rustling behind me before I felt a 
presence right behind me, I was just about to turn around 
when a warm sweaty hand came up to cover my mouth as 
the person behind me held my hip with his other hand. I 
struggled against him panicking, this was all too familiar. 


“Remember me sweetheart.” 


Chapter 12 


I felt my heart almost stop before it started beating 
faster than it ever had before and my struggles increased 
tenfold when his hand trailed from my hip, and went under 
my shirt kneading the flesh there making me scream in 
frustration. 


“I’ve been watching you since that night sweetheart 
waiting to get you all alone, so we can finish what we 
started.” He said and I whimpered in pain when he 
squeezed my hip under my shirt. 


“It’s gonna be so much fun.” He said dragging me into a 
nearby alleyway. 


“Don’t worry baby if you’re good I won’t just leave you 
I’ll take you with me, keep you with me.” He said rubbing 
himself against my back and I screamed louder trying to 
get out of his grip, it wasn’t working so I did the only thing 
I could think of I bit his hand as hard as I could. He cursed 
loudly letting me go. 


I whipped around punching him with all the force I had 
and I felt a loud crack signaling one of us had broken 
something, but I didn’t know if it was me, the panic and 
adrenaline had made me numb. 


I turned around running to my apartment but I didn’t get 
very far before a hand clamped down onto my jean clad 
ankle and pulled, effectively throwing me down. I fell, 
hitting my face hard against the pavement and groaned as | 
lay there, before struggling to get up again. 


As soon as I got up he clamped onto me again pasting 
himself onto me while trying to get my jacket off but I 


struggled against him making that difficult. 


“Stop struggling or I will make it as painful for you as 
possible.” He said grasping my hair and yanking on it and I 
yelled out as my head shot back. 


“Not that it’s gonna be very nice for you right now 
either.” He cackled to himself, and I looked up at him 
wanting to see the face of the vile man who would want to 
force himself onto someone. 


My eyes were met with emotionless beady watery blue 
eyes, his skin looked greasy and his teeth were yellowed, 
clearly he also smoked cigarettes. 


He managed to get my jacket off and threw it to the 
ground, pushing me and I fell onto the hard pavement once 
again banging the back of my head this time, making my 
vision blurry for a moment before I tried to shake myself 
out of it when I felt him climb onto me. I struggled against 
him hitting him wherever I could, and managed to get ina 
few good claws at his face. He finally managed to get a 
hold of my wrists, I was starting to get tired and my vision 
kept getting fuzzy and he knew it. He pinned my wrists 
next to me before giving me a disgusting smirk. 


“No one here to save you this time huh sweetheart.” He 
said his face sinister, and I closed my eyes knowing it was 
hopeless to struggle but suddenly the weight was lifted off 
of me. 


“Look again asshole.” Mr.Night said before slamming his 
fist into my attacker’s face, making a sickening crunch 
resonate throughout the silent alleyway. I tried to get up 
but failed miserably and plonked back down onto my 
behind. 


I looked up trying to get my bearings, and through my 
blurry vision I saw Mr.Night repeatedly slamming his fist 


into any place he could reach on the attacker’s body, and 
through my blurry vision I could see red on the assaulter’s 
face, but he was completely motionless now. Xavier Night 
kept punching him though it was as if he was possessed, I 
could see him shouting something and struggled to gain 
enough control to hear what he was saying. Straining my 
ears I could barely make out what he was yelling in his 
deep husky voice, coated with unadulterated rage. 


“Dare... Touch her. You hurt her. Messed with... What’s 
mine I’m gonna finish you.” The strain I was putting myself 
through to make sense of his words became too much and I 
tried to call out to him so that he would stop hitting the 
man or else he would die. 


“Mr.Night.” I called, my voice soft but somehow he heard 
me, he stiffened, his fist stopping mid way before he turned 
towards me. He rushed towards me when he saw my eyes 
beginning to roll back. 


“Stay awake baby please.” He begged his voice soft. 


“But I’m sleepy.” I argued my head lolling back, and that 
was too much for him as he scooped me into his arms 
cradling my small form to his chest. 


“I’m so sorry I didn’t come earlier amica mea.” He said 
softly into my ear, and it was the last thing I heard before 
completely surrendering myself to the darkness. 


Chapter 13 


I groaned lightly, I had left the curtains open again at 
night and now the sun was searing into my eyes as I started 
to wake. I kept my eyes closed trying to wake, but I felt an 
odd weight on my stomach and my body was sore all over. 


I opened my eyes slowly flinching when the bright light 
was the first thing I saw. I tried to get up again but heard a 
manly groan before the weight on my stomach snuggled 
deeper into it. I looked down slowly terrified to see what 
was holding me down, my mind conjuring up thousands of 
horrific possibilities each worse than the last. 


My eyes widened when I saw a strong muscled arm 
laying on my stomach,but what made me scream was the 
sight of Xavier Night asleep in a chair beside my bed. 
Crouched awkwardly so that his head lay near my own and 
his arm was draped across my stomach. 


He jolted awake upon hearing my scream, standing 
upright in a protective stance with his back to me, pulling a 
gun out of the side of his pants making me scream even 
louder. It took him a moment to realize there was no threat, 
and to realize that I felt threatened by him, that too with a 
gun. 


He turned back to me quickly stuffing the gun back in to 
his back pocket. He sat back down onto the chair, reaching 
out to me but I scurried backwards on the bed. A startled 
scream escaping me, and he looked pained at my reaction. 


“Hey, I’m not gonna hurt you.” He said his eyes soft and 
sincere, reminding me so of melting silver. I nodded softly, 
my heart beating erratically, my body still trembling. 


“You. passed out so I brought you back to your 
apartment, I was worried so I, uh I slept here.” He said 
rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly, and I turned red 
remembering that I had fainted in front of him for a second 
time. Perhaps that’s why he hadn’t killed me yet, I was just 
too pathetic for him to bother. 


“You though I was going to kill you? I would never hurt 
you.” He said through clenched teeth, his eyes burning up. 
I swallowed nervously realizing I had said that out loud, 
seeing my nervous expression the fire in his eyes seems to 
simmer out. 


“And you’re most definitely not pathetic.” He adds 
quietly. 


“Honestly you did quite a number on him before I even 
got there.” He said his raspy voice lightening with 
amusement, a twinkle in his eye that seems to calm my 
trembling. 


“Why are you here?” I asked unable to hold the question 

back anymore, and his amused expression turns dark 
again. Making me realize how rude I sounded, and of 
course my traitorous blood decides to rush to my cheeks, to 
clearly display how embarrassed I was at my own stupidity. 
I rush to explain myself. 
“T-I mean you could have just left me there or or t-take me 
to a hospital and leave. I-I’m very grateful of you, for saving 
me from that man, and for bringing me back to my home. 
But you didn’t have to, I don’t mean to be an 
inconvenience. I clarify, hoping he would understand that I 
didn’t mean to offend him. 


He simply stared at me his expression still cold and 
closed off, it seemed to be he was analyzing me, looking for 
something, but what he saw made his eyes blaze, and his 
jaw clench tightly. 


“You really think that low of me, you think I would just 
leave you there?” He asked through clenched teeth, the 
anger in his voice making me tremble in fear. Seeing my 
terrified state he leaned back, his eyes soft, apologetic. 


“T couldn’t leave you, not in this state, you were so hurt, 

so vulnerable.” He looked pained as he spoke but suddenly 
his eyes blazed up again. 
“You don’t know how I felt when I saw him, what he was 
going to do to you, it drove me near insane with anger, I 
saw red, but you wouldn’t want me to kill him, that’s why I 
stayed. I had to stay near you for the night or else I would 
have hunted him down and torn him limb from limb, and 
his screams would have been the only things that could 
sate my anger.” He said his words sending chills down my 
spine, his intense eyes looking into mine as he spoke 
carefully evaluating my reaction to his honest words. 


“I, w-would you like some breakfast?” I asked unable to 
say anything else and he looked at me dumbfounded before 
he nodded softly. I tried getting up, to make breakfast but 
he blocked my way, getting up from his chair to lean over 
me, before gently whispering in my ear. 


“You can go Change love, I’ll prepare breakfast.” His 
warm breath gently blew aginst my ear as he spoke, 
causing goosebumps to erupt against my skin. He leaned 
back to see my widened eyes and tightly clenched fists. A 
soft smirk quirked up his lip as he got up keeping his eyes 
on me before heading out the door. 


I watched his back as he strode out of my room, blinking 
deliberately to come to terms with how a human could look 
so composed and breathtaking, first thing in the morning. 
Trying to compose myself, I got up from the bed still in 
shock of his words and grabbed my bathrobe and towel 


walking to the washroom. I started brushing my teeth and 
almost screamed when I looked up into the mirror. 


I was a horrifying mess, my face was bruised, my hair 
was caked with mud, I was dressed in the sweater I was 
wearing last night along with my dark jeans, but they were 
tattered and caked in mud. I had no idea how that man had 
stared at me that intensely and not flinched once, or even 
screamed when he woke up to the sight of this, no wonder 
that man was in the mafia. He had a heart of stone, I was 
not a sight for the faint hearted this morning. 


I took a long warm shower, helping my tense muscles 
and bruised body immensely. Getting out, I towel dried my 
hair before throwing on a pair of grey sweatpants and a 
fitted black long sleeve. 


I made my way to the kitchen the delicious smell wafting 
out of the kitchen, and filling my little apartment. I walked 
in to see Mr.Night flipping pancakes, as if he had been a 
professional chef for the majority of his years. I made my 
way Closer and he turned towards me, the intensity of his 
gaze making my toes curl. I sucked in my lips, hoping he 
would go back to his pancakes and he seemed to notice 
how nervous I was, as he immediately turned away. 


“Sit down love, the pancakes are almost ready.” He said 
facing away from me, but it was just too hard to believe this 
was really happening. The man who all of North America, 
and most of Europe was absolutely terrified of, was flipping 
pancakes in my kitchen. He turned around, frowning as he 
saw how unresponsive I was and cleared his throat softly, 
causing me to break out of my reverie and stumble towards 
the small kitchen table. 


A small steel jug sat on the table, steam still coming out 
of it and I peered in to see fresh homemade strawberry 
sauce making a huge grin come across my face. I couldn’t 


help myself, I dipped a finger in before bringing it to my 
mouth gently sucking on it. Giggling childishly at the sweet 
tangy flavor of the sauce. I looked up to see Xavier gazing 
at me intensely and my eyes widened and I crouched back 
into my chair. I was such an idiot and now I was going to 
pay for it, I had just dipped my finger into a sauce that 
Xavier Night had made. He was probably grossed out and 
now he was going to dip his fingers into my heart before 
ripping it out of me. 


He made his way towards me as if in a trance and I 
clenched my eyes shut tightly when he leaned down so he 
was near me. My eyes shot open when I felt a rough finger 
gently run across the corner of my mouth. Mr.Night had 
some of the strawberry sauce on the thumb he had rubbed 
against my skin and he brought it to his mouth while 
intensely gazing into my eyes. He sucked the sauce into his 
mouth, making my eyes widen, and my cheeks turn scarlet. 
I couldn’t help the soft gasp that escaped my lips causing 
me to turn even more red. His eyes shined with amusement 
as the side of his lips quirked up at bit. He stayed there for 
a moment keeping me hypnotized in his gaze, before his 
eyes fell back to my lips, and he licked his own before 
backing away going back to cooking pancakes. While I sat 
there struggling to get my heartbeat under control. 


Not only was this man absolutely terrifying he was also 
very touchy and inappropriate. 


Chapter 14 


I could see Sophie and Maggie cleaning tables through 
the windows of the cafe, as they chattered away, laughing 
wholeheartedly. I sat in the large comfy seats of Mr.Night’s 
SUV, I had tried to get out but the doors were locked. 


“T’ll walk you out.” He said, his velvety voice seemed to 
surround us in the silent car. 


“No I,” I said turning towards him but a sharp look from 
him, had me slamming my mouth shut. 


He got out of the car swiftly making his way towards me, 
opening the door for me. I thanked him quietly walking 
ahead of him a sense of déja vu washing over me. 


I swung open the door to the cafe, holding it open for 
him behind me and he stepped in behind me, so close, I 
could feel his breath gently caressing me, I walked faster 
unintentionally attracting the attention of Sophie who 
looked at me smiling before she realized who was behind 
me and her smile dropped. I looked to Maggie to see her 
silently assessing the two of us her face solemn. 


We stood in silence for a moment the air thick with 
tension until Maggie’s serious expression broke into a 
warm smile and she made her way towards us, coming to a 
stop so she was right in front of Xavier Night. 


“Mr.Night it’s so nice to finally meet you.” Maggie said, 
and I admired her bravery this was her first time speaking 
to him and her voice didn’t waver once. If I hadn’t heard 
her say his name I would have thought she was speaking to 
somebody else. 


“Likewise Mrs...” He trailed off. 


“Wellington dear, but you’re welcome to call me 
Maggie.” She said, and my eyes almost bugged out she was 
getting much too cozy with the mafia it was completely 
unnatural, could she not sense how dangerous the man 
was. 


“Maggie.” He said a soft look in his eye as he stared at 
Maggie, his eyes slightly dazed as if he was lost in thoughts 
of a world we knew nothing about. 


“Would you like a drink, or perhaps something to eat?” 
Maggie asked. 


“No, although the drinks here are exceptional I have to 
get going, but thank you.” He said holding the hand Maggie 
had held out, telling her it was a pleasure to have met her, 
before letting go of her hands and walking towards me. 


“Goodbye Raine.” He said and I nodded not looking at 
him as I mumbled out a small bye, and I heard an almost 
inaudible sigh escape his lips as he walked out of the cafe. 


“Seriously again?” Sophie shrieked, and I cringed, of 
course this was to be expected, I was once again driven by 
the infamous Xavier Night. 


“It’s not what you think.” I said not knowing what to say, 
not wanting to tell them the real reason why I had been 
with him. I preferred to push bad things to the back of my 
mind and not give them a thought again, recounting the 
story to Sophie and Maggie did not fit into that category. 


“Really then what was it?” Sophie questioned annoyed 
with my cryptic answer. 


“Sophie, leave her alone, believe me Mr.Night wouldn’t 
hurt her.” Maggie said and although I was relieved she had 
interrupted Sophie’s questioning. I didn’t understand how 


she could have come to that conclusion so quickly, but 
nonetheless I stay quiet. 


Sophie huffed stomping towards her belongings, 
throwing on her coat before leaving slamming the door 
loudly in her wake. I looked at Maggie and she gave me a 
reassuring smile which I attempted to return, failing 
horribly. 


Customers filed in filling the rest of our day with 
attending to the regulars, while trying to keep the little 
place clean. 


After five hours of incessantly working, I was nearly 
swaying on my feet, and Maggie sent me home early, telling 
me she would clean up and close the cafe early too. 


I walked home trying to focus on the street instead of the 
paranoia that crept up on me. Goosebumps covered my 
skin, and couldn’t fool myself into thinking they were only 
due to the cold. 


My phone began to vibrate in my pocket, reaching into it 
I pulled it out, swiping to answer it and putting it to my ear. 
“Hello.” I breathed into the phone. 


“Ms.Peirce, its Officer Roberts, the man who attacked 
you, Marcus Campbell has been arrested. He has confessed 
to attacking you, so there will not be any need for your 
involvement in the procedures. I thank you for coming to 
us. I hope you still have that pamphlet I have you, I highly 
recommend for you to contact one of those specialists, but 
the choice is yours. You have my number, feel free to call it 
if you ever have any questions or get into any trouble.” The 
officer says. 


“Of course, thank you so much for letting me know. I’d 
prefer not being involved in the procedures, but I’m willing 
to help if anything is ever needed. Thank you officer.” I say 


and the officer bids me a goodnight before cutting the call. 
After Xavier Night had left my apartment I had contacted 
Officer Roberts, alerting him of the incident. His partner 
and him had come to my apartment to take my statement, 
assuring me that they would try their absolute best to find 
the man. Apologizing profusely for not having caught the 
man yet, clearly looking very guilty about the incident. I’d 
had to reassure them it wasn’t their fault, they’d looked so 
very upset. 


I finally make it home, feeling a lot less scared to be out 
alone now. As I make it to my floor and into my little 
apartment I set my purse and keys onto the side table, 
shrugging off my coat and shoes. Absolutely exhausted 
after the day I’ve had, I quickly change into my pyjamas 
before collapsing into my neatly made bed. The softness of 
the sheets had me falling asleep almost instantly, dreams of 
a dark saviour clouding my mind as I slept. 


Chapter 15 


Jay barked out a loud laugh throwing his head back, 
attracting the attention of everyone around us. I attempted 
to shush him, but it only had him laughing louder and I 
turned red when I saw everyone staring at the two of us. 


Jay had stormed into my house earlier today yelling 
about how we didn’t go out enough. He had dragged me to 
the mall, treating me like guinea pig Barbie with his 
questionable fashion taste. Only after a lot of complaining 
on my part had he driven us to a cute little Italian 
restaurant. We were merely talking, and I’m not even sure 
what I said but before I knew it he was laughing like a 
maniac, and now he was starting to turn slightly purple. My 
eyes widened in fear, he was going to pass out but my 
expression only made him laugh harder. He was near 
rocking back and forth tears coming out of his crinkled 
eyes. 


I kicked him under the table hoping the pain would 
knock him out of his rambunctious laughter, and it worked 
but now I was the victim of his glare. He viciously stabbed 
into a meatball with excessive force, pouting to himself 
angrily muttering about me being no fun. 


I smiled at him apologetically and he looked up, before 
Shaking his head at me before going back to his food. 
Stabbing into the meatball once again, but this time it 
broke into half and splattered all over his light blue shirt. 


I burst into fits of giggles pressing my fist into my mouth, 
not caring what I looked like simply trying not to let out 
any sound. I was shaking with laughter, and Jay joined in, 
reaching over to pull my fist away from my mouth. My loud 


giggles disrupted the otherwise silent restaurant and 
everyone around us turned to look at us horrified but that 
only made us laugh louder. 


I didn’t know how long we had been laughing but the 
sound of my name had me frozen in place. My amusement 
gone as fast as it had come, I stared wide eyed at Jay 
internally praying I had misheard, he wasn’t here he 
couldn’t be. Jay looked at me confused, raising his 
eyebrows in question. I squeezed my eyes shut hoping I 
was just hallucinating but the voice rang out again, and I 
knew I had heard right. 


“Raine?” Rang out the unmistakable deep voice of Xavier 
Night. I looked up slowly to see him standing right near our 
table. His expression colder than usual as he looked from 
me to Jay. 


“Who’s this?” Mr.Night asked. 


“T-this is my friend, Jay.” I said quietly, his cold glare 
making me go back to the pathetic stuttering. 


“H-hi.” Jay said awkwardly after a long moment of being 
glared at by Mr.Night. 


“What were you guys doing here?” Mr.Night asked 
making me frown, but I chose not to make a scene, and the 
factor of wanting to live encouraged me to hold back any 
sassy retorts. 


“Just having dinner.” I said quietly my face completely 
blank now, irritation from his questions had taken over the 
fear momentarily. His hard steel eyes turning back to me, 
and for a reason unknown to me, his expression softened 
slightly. Going from anger to a sad longing, but it still was 
intense enough to make the irritation disappear leaving a 
Slight fear. 


“Well then you wouldn’t mind if we join you guys now 
would you?” And my eyes widened as I realized what he 
was suggesting, and his words actually registered as I 
looked behind him to see the man who had been the guest 
speaker. He shot me a polite smile, and I returned a feeble 
one. 


Mr.Night grabbed a chair putting it splat in between Jay 
and I, even blocking my view of Jay due to his large size. 
While the other man had more decency and he sat at one 
corner of the table, attempting to hide a smile. 


Jay awkwardly shuffled around in his seat, and I looked 
down at my food perplexed. Why was Mr.Night sitting with 
us, didn’t he have anything better to do? 


Mr.Night and his guest who’s name he had politely told 
us was James, had ordered. Unfortunately now we were 
just sitting in silence, me and Jay not knowing if we should 
eat our food or wait, so we simply tried to look 
preoccupied. I was slowly sipping on my water I had drank 
nearly half of the large glass and would soon need a refill. 


“Are you two dating?” Mr.Night blurted out and I almost 
choked on my water, sputtering out a bit, looking at him in 
disbelief. 


“No! No.” Jay and I exclaimed loudly at the same time, 
and I felt Mr.Night’s intense gaze on me, his eyes 
apprehensive as they gazed into mine looking for any sign 
of dishonesty. But it seemed he found none, for soon his 
eyes were back to the melting silver I was use to. 


“I’m sorry for jumping to conclusions.” He apologized 
slowly gauging my reaction and I tried to shoot him a small 
smile, slightly baffled by his quickly changing moods. 


Their food soon arrived and all of us ate in silence, I 
could feel Mr.Night’s intense gaze on me, making me a 


little fidgety. I couldn’t help but want to know what this 
man was thinking why would somebody like him stare at 
me, especially in the way he looked at me. I couldn’t put my 
finger on it but there certainly was intrigue, but the thing is 
I was far from intriguing. I was the most plain Jane anyone 
would ever meet, so why did it seem as if this powerful 
dangerous man didn’t wish to look away. 


Even his gaze held a power to it, a demeaning manner 
that would make anyone wish to submit to his every whim, 
this man was powerful and he knew how to use it. He was 
everything I had to stay away from, but it seemed that’s not 
what fate wanted. 


“The-the presentation was incredible.” I blurted out to 
end the uncomfortable silence, my cheeks colouring as all 
eyes around the table flew to me. 


“T’m glad you think so.” Mr.Winchester said passing me a 
small smile, something about it easing my nerves slightly, 
there was just something very comfortable about the man. 
He didn’t seem like the person to ever fake a smile, and his 
gratitude seemed earnest, he reminded me of the first time 
I’d met Jay in the way he looked at me. In a way so platonic 
it could be considered brotherly, so even though I normally 
had issues talking to people I didn’t know, especially men, 
it was easy with him. 


“That’s the first time a professor has requested a visit 
from our company.” Mr.Night said and my eyes darted over 
to him, and in that moment I could see how the company 
had so quickly gained success. Mr.Night was the perfect 
leader, one who regarded his employees as team members, 
and that was integral in business. Over the years in my 
business classes I had seen many presentations done by 
entrepreneurs who were the independent owners of 


companies, but very few called it “our company.” To me 
that was admirable. 


“The marketing techniques are very impressive, I was in 
awe when I heard about the cause marketing you’ve been 
doing. Personally I think that’s the best way to promote 
your products.” I said and Mr.Night’s eyes seem to brighten 
as he stares at me, the corners of his lips tilting upwards in 
what could be an almost smile. 


“Any others that you’d recommend?” Mr.Night asked and 
my eyes widened, he was asking me, a second year student 
for marketing ideas? It didn’t help that every time I was 
near him I acted as if I didn’t know how to make use of my 
brain. 

“Well, I think the use of social media for promotion is a 
good idea, I couldn’t help but notice you don’t currently do 
that Mr.Night.” I said hesitantly. 


“T’ll have my marketing team look into it.” Mr. Night 
said, giving me a nod in gratitude that made a small smile 
form on my lips. 


The rest of the dinner was spent in silence, but now the 
silence wasn’t as uncomfortable, Mr.Night looked to be a 
lot less tense, although I couldn’t help but stiffen when I’d 
see him looking at me. Although I couldn’t say his gaze 
disgusted me as did most other people’s, if made me feel 
nervous in a way that wasn’t all bad. 


I felt a slight kick to my shin and I immediately looked 
up, my eyes connecting with Jay’s bright green. The uneasy 
look on Jay’s face sprang me into action, and I stood up 
unthinkingly. I hadn’t been thinking of poor Jay, he looked 
extremely uncomfortable sitting in between the two 
powerful men. Mr.Night looked at me questioningly, raising 
a brow, making my cheeks turn a bright pink. 


“T-I have an early shift tomorrow, Jay and I should leave.” 
I said trying to calm down the red staining my cheeks 
discreetly as I spoke. 


“Won't you stay for desert, they have chocolate mousse 
cake, and it does sound divine.” Mr.Night said making me 
look at him oddly was this man who owned most of North 
America actually speaking of chocolate mousse cake. Was 
he as much of a chocoholic as I was? Most people nearly as 
obsessed with chocolate as me were also as erratic as me, 
he simply seemed too calm and collected to ever get sugar 
highs from binge eating cocoa delicacies. 


“No, really we should get going. It was very nice dining 
with the both of you.” I said, my voice becoming shaky as I 
accidentally looked into his hypnotizing eyes. It was only 
polite to smile at Mr.Winchester as well since I was 
speaking about the both of them, but I couldn’t get myself 
to look away from Mr.Night long enough. The swirling grey 
depths of his eyes seeming to pull me in, making me forget 
what I was saying. A quick glance at those eyes was 
tempting, but to stare into them, was like willingly entering 
hypnosis. 


“If you insist, but I’ll walk you out.” Mr.Night said his 
voice leaving no room for argument and I nodded looking 
down at my feet, as he finally released me from the gold of 
his gaze. I tucked a twenty bill into the little black sleeve, 
as Jay did the same. 


“Please let me.” Mr.Night said handing me my money 
back tucking it gently into my hand, and seeming to nearly 
thrust it into the unsuspecting hands of Jay. 


“No please, we can pay for ourselves, thank you though.” 
I said, nodding my head in confirmation to emphasize that 
we were capable. 


“I insist.” Mr.Night said taking a step closer to me 
without me realizing. The heat radiating off of his large 
form and onto me. 


“It’s very nice of you to offer, and thank you for that but 
we can” I cut myself off with a gasp when Mr.Night 
grabbed ahold of my hand, that was reaching to tuck the 
money back in. The large warm calloused hand nearly 
enveloped my own pale smaller one. I looked up at him 
startled to see him so close, how could a man so large move 
around so quietly, his melting silver eyes boring into my 
own, softer then ever. But that wasn’t what had made me 
gasp, it was the little sparks that seemed to ignite as his 
skin touched mine, like nothing I’d ever felt before. 


“No problem amica mea.” He said softly as if it were only 
meant for me to hear, he stood there for a few moments. 
His eyes falling closed, as if he were just enjoying the 
moment before he inhaled deeply, opening his eyes, taking 
a small step away from me. But still not letting go of my 
hand as he led me towards the door. The heat from his 
hand slowly heating up my own, which felt nearly frozen 
after holding onto the cold glass of water during dinner. 


I followed helplessly, my eyes still wide, confused about 
what had just happened, and the bigger part of me refused 
to even think of why it had happened. 


I was knocked out of my thoughts when I felt the rush of 
the cold fresh winter air, helping to clear my thoughts and 
lower my inhibitions. To me the winter breeze had always 
been like alcohol. Forgetting where I was and with who, I 
inhaled deeply, enjoying the feel of the cold air whipping 
through my hair. I closed my eyes, simply enjoying the 
feeling. Delighted by the sweet buzzing of the night wind as 
it rushed past my ears, the wind stopped for no one, it bent 
to no ones’ will. Simply brushing past you despite how 


much you wanted to hold onto it, or push it away. There 
was a beauty in its relentless path. 


I felt a gaze on my face, and turned towards it to see 
Mr.Night looking at me intently, as if he was seeing 
something he had never seen before, something 
extraordinary. 


He muttered something under his breath, before 
bringing our still joined hands up, looking at my hand that 
was pressed into his much larger one. He squeezed it softly 
before letting go sadly, leaning in towards me he buried his 
face into my hair as he whispered softly 
“Goodnight beautiful.” 


Chapter 16 


I rubbed my eyes sleepily, slipping out of my warm bed 
yawning before stuffing my feet into my fuzzy slippers, 
making my way into the washroom. 


I brushed my teeth sleepily, before getting into the 
shower the quick spurt of cold water that came out upon 
starting the water making me wide awake. I took a shower 
longer than I expected and hurriedly dried my hair getting 
out before yanking on a soft white knit sweater and jeans. 


Grabbing my phone and keys off the counter I rushed out 
the door. I was almost late for my shift at the cafe, Jay was 
going to kill me ever since that night he had been 
extremely protective over me, even going as far to pick me 
up from my classes and had taken to studying in the cafe, 
in order to ensure I stayed as far away from Xavier Night 
as possible or as he called him like the gossip he was, The 
Beast. 


It was extremely annoying Jay would be standing outside 
my classes almost falling over himself trying to peak in as 
soon as my class ended, and was everywhere I went but in 
a way it was heart warming. Jay and I had a type of brother 
and sisterly connection that I had never even known I was 
missing until I found it. 


Lost in my thoughts I had reached the cafe to see Jay 
glaring at me his arms crossed through the glass doors. I 
gulped nervously his anger was not only because I was late, 
but because he was having trouble with his homework, and 
according to him the only way he could get his brain to 
work was when I made him a caramel cappuccino, with 
extra cinnamon. 


I walked in going straight behind the counter to make 
him his drink, all the while I could hear him muttering to 
Maggie. I presented it to him in our clean little white mugs, 
putting extra effort into the cinnamon, and set it in front of 
Jay with a sorry and he gave me a flat look before breaking 
into a soft childish grin when he saw the smiley face 
cinnamon. Jay was like a child easily frustrated but very 
easy to pacify. 


I wanted to sit down with him but customers came in 
asking for specific books, and I went to help them, 
spending the rest of my morning helping Maggie bake. 


We worked together silently, that was the great thing 
about Maggie unlike most people she didn’t feel the need 
to fill every silence. 


I was soon sent back out to help the afternoon 
customers, and spent the rest of my day listening to all the 
new gossip Jay had to share while making drinks. We spent 
the day together but while I was going to stay for the 
evening Jay being the social one, was going to a party. Even 
though him and Maggie pestered me for the whole 
afternoon to join him, I refused to change my decision. Jay 
even tried bribing me into going by promising the juiciest 
piece of gossip he had ever known, or doing my homework 
for the rest of my life which was completely irrational since 
Jay barely even did his own, but I stayed persistent. 


After my hour break Jay had left, telling me he needed to 
go home and start getting ready and walked out right after 
ruffling my hair forcing me to take it out of the pony I had 
threw it up into. 


Around dinner time the cafe became deserted as it 
always seemed to, and I slipped in the back to Maggie to 
see her writing records and I sat down next to her and she 
looked up giving me a small warm smile. 


“Maggie, how’s Cyrus?” I asked honestly worried about 
him. 


Maggie sighed setting the papers down before turning to 
me. 


“He’s getting better, it’s slow but he’s showing signs of 
improvement.” She said, her voice steady but the sorrow in 
it was detectable. I watched her silently, not wanting to 
rush her as she spoke. 


“IT only hope he recovers quickly he misses and you so 
much, you know he really thinks of you as a granddaughter. 
Not a day goes by when he doesn’t ask about you.” She 
said and I smiled at her. 


“IT miss him too.” I said, and Maggie nodded smiling. 


“IT know, he should be back soon honey.” She said, and 
opened her mouth to say something else but the bell on the 
door chimed signaling another customer and I made my 
way out, to see an adorable little boy standing there 
fiddling with his hands nervously. 


He had extremely curly hair, chocolate colored skin and 
dark coffee eyes framed with long lashes that had my heart 
melting as he looked up at me. The little munchkin had the 
shiniest eyes I’d ever seen filled with an awe inspiring 
innocence how I hoped that would never change. He was 
dressed adorably, dark jeans covered his little legs a cute 
little sweater adorning his upper half, his little hands still 
covered in baby fat. 


“C-can I get a strawberry frappucino for my mommy?” 
He asked softly in his childish voice and I almost awed out 
loud, little kids never liked that though. Understandably it 
was Slightly patronizing and completely contradicted their 
wishes to be considered an equal. 


“Of course, anything else?” I asked, and he shook his 
head offering me up the exact change for the frappucino. 


I turned around making the frappe for him but when I 
turned to hand it to him only to see his little face pressed 
against the glass of the display as he looked at the 
chocolate chip cookies. His big innocent coffee coloured 
eyes gleaming and my heart melted, I reached into the 
bowl offering him one. 


He shook his head looking down, and I went out the side 
of the counter, crouching down pressing the warm cookie 
into his hand handing him the drink, and he smiled brightly 
leaning up to kiss my cheek and I let out a giggle, as he ran 
out. Children were my absolute favourite, the innocence, 
the curiosity, everything seemed so trivial to them, no 
worries plagued their minds, sadness never seemed to last, 
the cruelties of the world were hidden from them. 


I hummed to myself cleaning the counters before going 
to arrange the books, and the doorbell chimed again, but 
this time it wasn’t an adorable little boy it was actually 
quite the opposite, it was the man most people referred to 
as the beast. 


Mr.Night stood in the doorway looking as intimidating as 
ever in fitted black slacks, and a black dress shirt covering 
the broad expanse of his chest. The first three buttons 
popped open exposing smooth tan skin, his strong collar 
bone lay atop the muscles of his chest which peeked out 
slightly over the top of his shirt. The sleeves folded neatly 
to the elbow, something I could never myself acquire, 
folding wasn’t my strongest suit usually when I tried to fold 
my sleeves those around me took pity and did it for me. 
Perhaps it was too painful to watch a person fail at 
something so simple. His strong forearms on display, the 
veins popping out slightly unlike my own that just creepily 


hovered under the pale surface providing a near sickly blue 
hue. His grey eyes seemed so alive in contrast with the 
dark shirt, as if they were supposed to exist in a separate 
dimension, they were devastatingly beautiful. His face 
though usually expressionless very unlike his eyes that 
seemed to scream with a storm of unfathomable emotions. 
His flawless tan skin making him even more intimidating, 
there was no flaw, no wrong in sight, the man seemed 
inhumane. 


He walked over to me as I stood there beside the shelf of 
books, he stopped right in front of me, leaving very little 
space between us, as he stared down at me, my head level 
with his chest. 


“Hello Raine.” His voice rang out and I slowly lifted my 
gaze from his chest, to meet his eyes and said a soft hello 
back. 


“W-would you like a d-drink Mr.Night?” I asked softly, 
remembering his last visit and he shook his head slowly 
licking his lips. The predator look in his eyes had me 
stepping away, but noticing the distance he frowned lightly 
closing the distance with a large step of his own. 


“A-a pastry perhaps.” I asked and he stared down at me 
silently. 


“A book?” I asked now out of ideas as to why he would be 
here, and he shook his head again. I bit my lip in confusion, 
what ever could this man want. 


“What do you want Mr.Night?” I asked. 


“Go on a date with me.” He spoke out in his deep velvety 
voice. 


Chapter 17 


I stared at him wide eyed, attempting to comprehend his 
words, had he just asked me out or had I misheard? I’d 
most definitely misheard, why on earth would someone like 
him ask someone like me out. He was everything I wasn’t, I 
was Clumsy, slightly erratic, arguably boring and quite plain 
whereas him, he was ethereally beautiful. I didn’t 
particularly care that I was plain looking, appearances had 
never mattered to me too much, but between the two of us, 
it was just one more thing that set us worlds apart. He was 
the type of good looking that caused people to do a double 
take, or even just blatantly stare, but I wasn’t. No guy had 
ever been attracted to me, not in high school and not in my 
two years of university. There was nothing outstandingly 
wrong with me, just nothing attractive either. 


But he, he possessed grace one wouldn’t expect a man 
his size to have, wherever he went eyes followed him, 
admittedly at times in fear, but it was more than that he 
raised curiosity. He was the most enticing of mysteries, but 
no one dared to get close enough to solve him. 


He took a step forward, now impossibly closer his eyes 
baring into my own, and I looked up at him, still 
contemplating my response. His melting silver eyes, held a 
hope, and an odd fear, it had me stumbling for words. 


“T-I can’t.” I finally blurted out, and the hope in his eyes 
diminished turning his melting silver eyes to a dark hard 
steel, the childish hope his eyes once held now completely 
gone and I found myself wondering if it had even been 
there. 


“Why not?” Mr.Night demanded his jaw clenched tightly, 
and my eyes widened how ever could I respond to that? I 
stared at him like a deer caught in headlights how does one 
tell a mafia leader feared by millions that they don’t want 
to go out with them because they’re scared, or that they 
don’t approve of their daily activities. There was no way I 
would get out of here alive. 


I gulped nervously trying to take a step back, pressing 
myself further into the bookshelf, but he just took a step 
forward, eliminating any distance I had created. I near 
trembled with fear, and as he stared into my eyes seeing 
how afraid I was, his harsh expression dropped and a 
broken vulnerable look showed in his eyes, but it was gone 
before I could even make sure I had seen correctly. 


“Are you afraid of me?” He questioned through clenched 
teeth, I was trapped in his grey eyes, I couldn’t lie despite 
how much I wanted to. 


“Yes.” I said quietly, but my voice seemed to resonate 
through the cafe in the deadly silence, he shut his eyes 
tightly leaning closer to me so that he was at eye level with 
me. 


“Why?” He asked gently his voice quieter than usual, his 
warm breath blowing into my face gently, the smell of him 
had me stunned. I had lost my train of thought he smelled 
like the forest after rain with something a little spicy but 
also sweet. There was a deep masculine musk to it, and 
something indescribable that was all him, no perfume no 
body wash could smell like this, and I stared at him 
dumbfounded. 


“Why?” He asked, more demanding now. 


“You’re a criminal, you’ve hurt people.” I said stupidly 
before I could think about my words they simply spilled out, 


he released me from the hold of his eyes, but not before I 
caught the maddening agony burning within them. I felt as 
if I could breathe again, when he took a step back, my 
senses no longer clouded by his overpowering presence. 


“IT would never hurt you.” He said quietly, looking down. 


I didn’t respond and he looked up, 

“You don’t believe that.” He said speaking more to himself 
than me, and I didn’t know what came over me but I 
wanted to comfort him, to comfort the broken man that 
stood before me, or perhaps it was just the fear, I didn’t 
know what it was but something made me take a small step 
forward and cautiously reach out to touch his arm. I was so 
scared he would pounce, he was like a wounded lion, I 
didn’t know what he would do. 


“Mr.Night I—” I started but he interrupted me. 


“For god sakes Raine, at least call me Xavier, you don’t 
have to call me Mr.Night.” He said his voice back to its 
resonating volume, and I flinched back in fear at the 
blazing primal hurt and anger in his eyes. At my reaction 
his expression grew softer, remorseful. 


“What am I going to have to do to get you to stop being 
so afraid?” He asked closing the distance between us, his 
outburst had me nervous again, and I moved away when he 
reached out to me. 


He put his hand down, his jaw clenched, a deep longing 
in his eyes, as he stepped away from me. 


“Take care of yourself amica mea.” He said quietly before 
turning away and striding out the door his hands in the 
pockets of his dress pants. 


Chapter 18 


I walked out of my kitchen carrying a bowl of extra 
buttery popcorn, and went to take my seat between Jay and 
Sophie, they immediately pounced onto the fresh ball of 
popcorn, almost crushing me in the process. That was why 
I hated sitting between those two, but they always claimed 
since I was the smallest I had to sit in the middle. 


We were all having a movie night, like we often did, 
Sophie had planned a date with somebody she met at work, 
but after Maggie told her what happened with me and 
Mr.Night at the cafe she had cancelled and driven over 
with tubs of my favourite ice cream as an apology. Jay had 
popped up later on, sashaying in like the diva he was 
plopping himself on the spot available next to me, like 
always making sure that Sophie and him were squishing 
me, although they both would never admit it they were 
cuddlers, and I always got caught in their unannounced 
cuddling obsession. 


Jay wiggled trying to get comfortable, and elbowed me 
right in the ribs effectively knocking the air out of me, and I 
doubled over in my seat as Sophie yelled at him. It took 
quite a while to calm them down, perhaps that’s also why I 
was in the middle, to ensure they wouldn’t bite each other’s 
heads off. Both had very strong personalities, both were 
sassy they were practically made to but-heads. We had all 
just settled down but I could feel the two glaring at each 
other over my head, and I rolled my eyes nudging both of 
them. 


They both stayed silent throughout the whole movie, 
which was completely surprising they could never stay 


quiet during a movie, their bickering was annoying but this 
odd behaviour was unsettling. I had just put a second 
movie in and sat down when Sophie turned to me abruptly 
breaking the silence that had settled over us. 


“Are we actually not gonna talk about what happened?” 
Sophie asked, and I turned to her frowning slightly what 
was there to talk about. 


“Sophie!” Jay hissed. 
“Jay no.” I said turning back to Sophie. 


“What is it Sophie?” I asked, was she going to speak 
about our mini disagreement because I thought we were 
over that. 


“Xavier Night.” Sophie said, and I bit down on my lip, 
this was the one thing I didn’t want to talk about it had 
been almost a week since the incident with him in the cafe, 
and I had been trying, with very little success to not think 
about him. 


“Why would he ask you out?” She asked, and I made a 
face, I knew I wasn’t exactly attractive, but I never thought 
I was absolutely repulsive. 


She looked at my face, and Jay’s appalled expression and 
hurried to explain herself. 
“IT mean, he basically rules all of North America, and you 
you’re like a tiny innocent little fur ball.” She says, and this 
time I look at her appalled while Jay laughs at her analogy. 


“I’m not a fur ball, and neither am I tiny.” I exclaim 
annoyed, crossing my arms over my chest in effort to look 
larger and more intimidating but Sophie just stares at me 
blankly and I sigh giving up. 


“IT don’t know why, it’s confusing to me too, I actually 
thought he was going to kill me more than half the times 


when I was with him. And although I am not absolutely 
helplessly small, I do agree why would a man like that ever 
—” | trailed off not knowing what to call his question. 


“Ask you out?” Jay offers and I make a face at the term 
but nod. Xavier Night didn’t seem like a man to do 
something as normal as ask one out, that was for the other 
people, the ordinary it didn’t seem right to classify him 
with them, everything he did seemed to be so much more. 


“Did you ever you know hit on him or come onto him in 
anyway?” Sophie asks her voice hesitant and small but her 
eyes showing her plain curiosity. Sophie was upfront, there 
was no sugar coating with her she said it as she saw it. 


“No.” I exclaim. 


“You know me, I am incapable of flirting with anyone, 
especially a man like Xavier Night. I couldn’t even speak to 
him without stuttering like an imbecile.” I say wrinkling my 
nose at how much of an idiot I must have looked like to him 
stuttering and blushing. 


“You’re an idiot for even thinking Raine would ever flirt 
with anyone, let alone Night.” Jay said making a 
disgruntled face at Sophie, to which she stuck her tongue 
out in response, and I settled back while they argued with 
each other, lost in thoughts of why a man like Xavier Night 
would ever be even remotely interested in me, if he even 
was. 


Chapter 19 


Xavier’s POV 
My heart clenched painfully in my chest as the girl who had 
become my world flinched away from me, as if I was the 
most horrifying of creatures, but perhaps I was. 


I didn’t deserve her, I had always known that, but the 
last thing I wanted was her afraid of me. I thought we had 
gotten passed this, but it was my fault, she was perceptive, 
highly so. She could tell I was not to be trusted, I was a 
monster, but one who would devote himself to her. Was it so 
wrong to fall in love with the darkness, it could protect you 
so much better than the light, hide you completely. 


Raine stared down at the floor fidgeting nervously, one of 
the many adorable habits of her I would miss. She wouldn’t 
even look up to meet my eyes. It was cause I cared for her 
that I would have to stay away from her, from now on Raine 
would never see me again. Never would I see her again 
either, she deserved her privacy. I had other ways to check 
in on her, make sure she was doing alright, and I would use 
them. If she didn’t consider me worthy of being in her life, 
then I wouldn’t be, it was the truth, I wasn’t worthy of her. 
A part of me, the better part that only seemed to awaken 
near her, was glad she had made the right choice. But it 
didn’t hurt any less. 


I would always watch over my angel, from a distance, 
check in on her regularly keep her and her loved ones safe, 
even the bastard she would eventually fall for. 


I stepped away from Raine, saying my final goodbye to 
the light of my life. 
“Take care amica mea.” And I walked away, I would never 


bother her again. She didn’t have to be frightened any 
longer, I was going to leave her alone. 


I made my way to my car, fighting the urge to look back 
at her. Fighting the urge to turn back, to fall at her feet and 
beg. Despite how much I craved for a place in her life, to be 
near her untainted innocence, I couldn’t. I made her 
uncomfortable, frightened her. 


It had never mattered to me what people thought of me, I 
knew what they said about me in town, but I didn’t care. I’d 
been taught from a young age that people were bad, they 
had darkness within them, only capable of hurting others, 
but it was only in Raine that I saw something different. She 
was good, innocent, she didn’t have that darkness. She had 
a light within her, one I was hopelessly attracted to, a moth 
to a flame, darkness to light. But I had a reputation, and for 
once it mattered, what she thought mattered. The 
reputation I had earned over the years was only one of the 
barriers between us. It was unrealistic for a beast like me 
to ever earn the affections of an innocent beauty like her. 


I started the car, driving away from the only person I 
cared about. My heart clenched painfully in my chest, I had 
never had this feeling in years, the pain that came along 
with caring for someone. My chest was constructing, it felt 
as if I couldn’t breathe. Not without her, not without the 
hope of seeing her again. 


But even with the pain I couldn’t bring myself to regret 
knowing her, the few moments I spent with her, were the 
most beautiful moments of my life. I was lucky to even have 
those with her. I was lucky to hear the few words that she 
spoke to me, to receive those few glances from those 
beautiful eyes. 


For many years I had spent my life simply surviving, but 
she was like a breath of life in me. Since I had seen her it 


felt like I had started living again, like my cold heart had 
started to beat again. She was the base of my existence, 
but she would never get the chance to know that. I would 
never see her again, I would never get to see the lovely 
blush on her cheeks, I would never get to see her beautiful 
chocolate coloured eyes, that shined with a light so bright, 
the first time I had seen them I had felt as if I had seen the 
light for the first time in years. I would never be close to 
her again, I would never be able to bask in her sweet scent, 
never feel her soft satiny skin against mine. 


I couldn’t take it anymore, I swerved my car to the side, 
earning honks from the cars behind me, but I didn’t care. 


I had no idea how long I sat there in my car, clutching my 
hair tightly, resting my head on the steering wheel, trying 
to reign in the tears, to not let them escape. I didn’t 
deserve to cry, this dream, this feeling of mine was too 
unrealistic, an angel could never be with a beast. Raine 
could never be with me, she would never want to, she 
never should, I didn’t deserve to cry to let out the grief for 
something that could never have been mine. Raine was too 
good for me, me and her were miles apart. Looking into her 
eyes once made me feel as if I would rather rip out my own 
heart than hurt her. I couldn’t take her from her world, she 
would be unhappy and she was much too precious to ever 
be unhappy. Much too innocent to ever be apart of my 
world. 


Upon seeing her I had vowed to ensure the beautiful 
innocent happiness would always remain in her eyes, and 
taking her for myself would diminish that light. I could 
never do that to Raine, I would forever keep my promise. 


I started up the car, running my hands through my 
dishevelled hair, unintentionally making it more disheveled. 


I sighed deeply, putting my car into gear, I didn’t have 
Raine, nothing could ever go right for me. 


—------ 2 Weeks Later---------------------------- — 
I parked my car, walking into my empty home, it was well 
past midnight, I loathed coming home to an empty house, 
but there was nothing left for me to do at work. I had 
gotten one of my men to check up on Raine yesterday, I 
wanted to hear the full report to how she was doing. 


I unlocked my house, not bothering to turn any lights on, 
as I made my way to my bedroom. I sat on my bed, dialling 
quickly. My nerves running wild, we lived in a safe town, 
but Raine was the type to find trouble in a church. 


I waited tapping my foot for him to pick up, and soon his 
panicked voice rang out. 
“Boss, I’m coming over, Raine’s been attacked” and I felt 
my heart stop, before it started up again beating tenfold. 
“Stay with her.” I growled into the phone, but it was too 
late, he had already hung up. 


I paced around my house anxiously I was going to rip 
Antonio apart, how dare he leave her alone? How dare they 
let her get attacked, how could I have let this happen? I 
shouldn’t have trusted my men to protect her, they were 
clearly incapable. Her happiness was everything, but her 
safety would always take priority. More important than 
giving her the distance she craved, was keeping her safe. 


It seemed like hours, before I finally heard a loud knock I 
rushed to the door. My hands trembling as I undid the 
locks, ripping it open, to see Antonio’s panicky filled eyes 
as he barged in. 

“She’s safe.” He yelled out, when he saw me make a move 
to lunge towards him, and I halted, my heart rate calming 
down. 

“Explain.” I growled out. My body shaking with the anger 


that coursed through me, my teeth clenched so tightly it 
was painful, but I couldn’t possibly care less. My gaze set 
intently on Antonio, who squirmed uncomfortably, looking 
completely terrified, as he should be. 


“Her house was completely trashed, but she was working 
at the time, so she was safe. Her friend Jay was dropping 
her off when they saw, and she is currently staying with 
him.” He ranted out, and I felt my blood boil. 


“Who did it?” My voice rang out around the house 
making Antonio cringe. 


“W-we don’t know.” He stuttered out, and I growled 
under my breath. Of course first they couldn’t keep her 
safe, then they couldn’t even track down the culprit. 


“Send men to wherever Raine is staying, keep her safe or 
I swear to God I will rip your hearts out.” I managed to 
grumble out, and Antonio nodded attempting but failing to 
disguise his fear. 


“Men are already completely surrounding her, wherever 
she goes, our cars follow her.” He said, and I nodded, at 
least they were smart enough to do that. 


“You say you guys have no idea who raided her 
apartment?” I ask, and he nods. 


“Let’s go.” I say, not giving Antonio a chance to answer 
as I walk past him, he jumps away from me, and I refuse to 
spare him a glance. As if dealing with him was my priority 
right now, Raine was and always would be first. Now that 
she was safe, I would personally have to make sure she 
stayed that way. Unlocking my car I wait for him to get in 
as I buckle up. Setting my most trusted on speaker, I send 
Antonio a glare as he mumbles a greeting that’s far too 
enthusiastic to suit my current mood. 


“James is she safe?” I ask. 

“She’s fine boss, currently at work, I’m posted outside the 
cafe, and three of our men are in the cafe.” James 
reassures me, and my heart finally seems to settle as James 
smooth words register. 

“Stay with her James.” I say and he promises he will, as I 
cut the call before I can request to switch places with him. 
I was only present in her life to keep her safe, I deserved 
nothing more. She didn’t want me in her life. 


We make our way to her apartment, and as we reach 
there, I see the window of her apartment broken. My jaw 
ticks as I feel my blood boil again, nearly ripping the car 
door off I run into her apartment, followed closely by 
Antonio. 


Her cozy little apartment was completely torn apart. All 
her furniture turned and broken, glass lying all over the 
floor, pictures ripped. I step over the glass making my way 
to her room, which is barricaded, making me growl in 
frustration. 


Slamming into the door twice had done the trick, her 
door flew open, showing me her once perfectly clean 
bedroom, in tatters. Mattress ripped open, dresser knocked 
over, her belongings littered all over the floor. A message 
written on the walls in bright red paint, that made my blood 
run cold. 

“Take away what’s mine, and I'll rip apart what’s yours.” 


Chapter 20 


Raine’s POV 
I felt a hand clamp onto my shoulder in my half conscious 
state, and I tried to move away from it, but the grip grew 
firmer, shaking me awake. I groaned inwardly as Jay’s face 
came into view, he wasn’t an early riser but he had work 
today and oddly he absolutely despised having breakfast 
alone. 


I had to endure all of Jay’s annoying quirks since my 
apartment had been raided. It was terrifying I hadn’t been 
gone from my home for very long, perhaps even a slight 
change in schedule and they would have been met with me 
upon entering my apartment. Every time I thought of the 
raid shivers raked down my spine, all my belongings were 
trashed, my furniture broken, only a few articles of clothing 
and other belongings were intact. Jay had packed those 
when I had called him in my panicked state. Jay stayed up 
with me all night as I cried for all the lost pictures, pictures 
were all I had of my parents while at school, they meant the 
world to me. 


It had been a whole week since the attack, and Jay and 
Sophie had refused to leave me alone. Sophie had a theory 
that the attack was done by Xavier Night because I had 
rejected him. She was afraid he would come back for me, I 
highly doubted her theory. His final goodbye that day 
during our last meeting had seemed like an ending, an 
ending to the small story that him and I had shared. My life 
was back to normal, besides the raid of course. Despite 
how much I didn’t wish to admit it, my life was back to 
being quite simple, and even a little boring. 


Jay shook me again, and I look at him startled raising my 
eyebrows. 
“I’m awake stop shaking me.” I exclaimed annoyed. 


“I see you're awake but like usual you’re daydreaming so 
I thought I’d shake you out of that. I’m hungry and your 
waffles are legendary.” Jay said with a boyish grin making 
my irritation disappear, and I flicked him in the forehead to 
get him to move away from me so that I could scoot out of 
the bed. He moved away, rubbing his forehead a he walked 
out of the room mumbling about me being a violent little 
thing. 


I pulled on a sweater over my shirt, walking out of the 
room so that I could go feed the overgrown child that 
awaited me in the kitchen. 


I started making the waffles, at anyone else’s house I 
would never be so comfortable but Jay had always pestered 
me to move in. He claimed his condo was too large and 
that he got lonely living here alone. He practically lived at 
my apartment, living with Jay was something I was used to. 


All I really did was mix the waffle mix with some milk, 
and pour it into his waffle maker. But according to Jay 
when I made them, they tasted much better. My waffles 
were less than mediocre, but Jay would even tolerate below 
average cooking if it meant company over a meal. He was 
unfortunately one of the people who had experienced being 
lonely but not by personal choice, so now he really hated 
being alone. 


His waffle maker made a little ringing sound as they 
finished, carefully pulling them out with tongs, I set them 
on two plates. I doused mine in syrup, while Jay got out the 
ice cream. I tried to persuade him not to do it, but he ended 
up covering his waffles in scoops of ice-cream and putting a 


few scoops on my waffles too. Not that I was really 
complaining. 


Finishing our extremely unhealthy breakfast, which Jay 
justified with the few raspberries he’d placed on our 
waffles, we both cleaned up. Jay hated washing dishes, so I 
quickly did those while he swept and wiped the table. 


Finally finishing with clean up, I showered quickly. 
Trying to rush, but the hot water was much too tempting. I 
dried my hair as I walked out. Scrounging around my 
meager wardrobe, finding a beige sweater with dark jeans 
and pulling them on quickly. 


I walked to work, enjoying the stormy weather as I 
walked. The cafe was almost empty as was to be expected 
in the late afternoon. The bad weather and late weekday 
night meant most people were likely to stay at home and 
drink nasty instant coffee rather than to come to the cafe. I 
smiled at Maggie calling out a hello to her and she smiled 
back at me continuing to help the customer she was with, 
but there was something off about her. 


I organized books waiting for the customer to leave so 
that I could confront Maggie. After purchasing a few books 
and a coffee the man finally left, and I set down the books I 
was holding making my way towards Maggie who sat at 
one of the tables facing away from me, her shoulders 
hunched. 


“What’s wrong?” I asked getting straight to the point. 


“Nothing.” Maggie said turning towards me and I almost 
gasped at her state. Her eyes were puffy and lined with red 
it was obvious she had been crying, she tried to offer me a 
small smile but it looked more like a frown than a smile. 


“Maggie” I softly trailed off crouching so that I was at 
her height as she sat, and her resolve broke, her lips 


wobbling as tears filled in her sad eyes. She pressed her 
lips together tightly, clearly trying her best to keep from 
breaking down altogether. 


“Cyrus, he-he’s getting worse and I don’t know what to 
do. He was having trouble breathing today, and I don’t 
know if the nurse is taking care of him properly, God I don’t 
know anything, Raine what if he leaves me?” Maggie said, 
looking more vulnerable than I had ever seen her. Maggie 
was one of the strongest people I knew seeing her in this 
state broke my heart. 


“Maggie, he’s not going to leave you, he’s gonna get 
better.” I reassured her and she nodded, but her fearful 
eyes told me she didn’t believe my words. 


“Why don’t you go home, stay with him he needs you, I'll 
take care of the cafe for today.” I said to Maggie and she 
looked up at me, her eyes filling with hope, before she 
twisted her mouth looking a bit anxious. 


“But it’ll be too much for you honey, you can’t handle the 
whole shop alone.” She worried. 


“T’ll be fine Maggie if it gets too much I'll call Sophie or 
Jay to help I promise, just go home to Cyrus he needs you, 
and you need him too. Take care of him, and tell him I’m 
demanding for him to get well soon. It’s about time he 
starts coming back to work.” I said, and my attempt at 
getting rid of the tense atmosphere worked. A small smile 
grew on Maggie’s face, and she pressed a kiss to my head 
before getting up, pulling me up with her. 


“Thank you so much Raine.” She said, and I waved her 
off, motioning for her to hurry, and she laughed lightly, 
before complying. 


Maggie rushed out the door thanking me once more, as 
she left. I was all alone in the cafe now, the few customers 


there had grown uncomfortable witnessing our personal 
moment and had left. 


I walked around the cafe with a bar towel, wiping off the 
tables as I had intended to do a sweep and mop of the place 
before closing time. I had my fingers crossed a huge family 
wouldn’t show up now. As much as I loved kids they 
weren’t very cute when they looked you in the eye and 
purposely dropped their drink. Then you just kind of 
wanted to grab them by the ear and dangle them off the 
roof but of course you could not. Not only was it morally 
wrong, but the parents that were sitting so idly while the 
child behaved as though Satan himself had raised the kid, 
would definitely be outraged if I were to do so. We really 
didn’t need a bad yelp rating, or a law suit. 


I slowly cleaned up the cafe, having to stop every once in 
a while to assist a customer that had strolled in to grab a 
warm beverage or pastry. After the last customer had left, 
bidding me a good night as she went,I watched the clock on 
the wall, waiting until it read 11pm before I hurried to the 
back to finish the records for the day. As I filled in the 
paperwork the bell on the door rang signalling someone 
had come in, and I realized I had forgotten to change the 
open sign to closed. Also to lock the door. Those were 
things Maggie and Cyrus usually did, so I was used to no 
customers coming in after closing time without me making 
any effort to keep them out. 


I walked out of the room fully intending to tell the 
customer we were closed, but when my eyes fell upon who 
it was, my voice died in my throat. 


Xavier Night stood near the counter, dressed in dark 
dress pants and a white dress shirt. A thin black tie knotted 
a bit below the hollow of his throat. I had to bite the corner 
of my lip to suppress my blush, I had always found skinny 


ties on dress shirts to look impeccably handsome on a man. 
The white shirt highlighted how naturally tan his skin was 
despite the fact that we hadn’t seen a sunny day in weeks. 
His hair was slightly disheveled and glistened with the 
small drops of rain in it but still he managed to look put 
together. When my hair was wet I looked like a drowned 
Cat. 


I slowly looked up into his eyes to see them staring 
intently at me, like they always seemed to do when we met. 
It made my stomach clench nervously, the way he looked at 
me. In a world of technology most of us had forgotten 
proper conversational etiquette and since we didn’t hold 
eye contact much anymore, looking into his eyes always 
seemed so intimate an act it made me feel skittish. 


“H-hi.” I mumbled out pathetically, not knowing what to 
say, and a small crease formed between his brows at my 
stutter before he made his way towards me, every bit as 
imposing and intimidating as I remembered him to be. I 
stumbled back subconsciously, trying to maintain the 
distance between us. 


“Your apartment was raided, and you never told me.” He 
said softly his jaw clenched tightly, making a slight tick 
appear at the corner of his jawline. He came to a stop right 
before me, so close that we almost touched. 


“T didn’t think it was something you would like to know, 
you did say I would never see you again.” I said idiotically, 
immediately regretting the way I had phrased my words. 
They made it sound as though I was complaining. 


“Didn’t think it was something I would like to know.” He 
repeated incredulously, his eyes turning darker. His gaze 
grew harder as he stared down at me making me want to 
shrink away, but his eyes kept me rooted to my spot. 


“Raine, if you are in danger I would like to know.” He 
stated in his deep voice, and I shivered slightly at his 
demanding tone. 


“T only said you wouldn’t see me, because I didn’t think 
you’d want to see me, but your safety comes before 
anything else, so here I am.” He explained his voice softer 
than before, a despair in his eyes that tugged at my 
heartstrings, before it turned into a steely resolve. 


“You're not safe Raine, and it’s all because of me, but I 
promise love, I will do everything in my power to keep you 
safe.” He promised, the determination clear in his silver 
eyes. I raised a brow at him in confusion, tilting my head to 
the side slightly as I looked up at him. 


“You have to come with me.” He demanded, only causing 
me to become even more confused. 


“Where?” I asked. 


“To my house.” He stated simply. Either I was going deaf, 
or I was hallucinating. Surely he had not just said that I had 
to go to his house, that would be absolutely bizarre. 


“Why?” I ask bewildered at the sudden command, having 
replayed his words in my head a few times I was now sure 
that was what he had uttered. But what good could me 
going to his house possibly do? 


“To live with me, until I can ensure you're safe .” He said 
in his deep velvety voice stepping even closer to me, his 
very presence completely invading all my senses. He stared 
down at me trying to assess my reaction to words, his deep 
silver eyes probing as I stared back at him wide eyed. For 
the first time since I had met him, I was now questioning 
his sanity. 


Chapter 21 


“Mr.Night I—” I started but he interrupted me. 


“Raine please I’m begging you do not call me Mr.Night, 
call me Xavier.” He pleaded and for a moment I’m tempted 
to say his name just to see if it sounds as good when I say it 
as it does when he says it. But I doubted that was possible 
this man was perfect, inhumanely so. Perhaps that’s why he 
was so terrifying. 


“T-I can’t live with you.” I said with a breathy little laugh, 
uncomfortably trying to move away from him to put some 
space between us, but he stepped forward, eliminating any 
space I managed to create. It was as though he did not 
understand human emotion very well, to me it seemed like 
he could not even tell I was uncomfortable. From what I 
knew of him thus far despite being a little pushy at times, 
he wasn’t the type of man that would purposely try to make 
someone uncomfortable, or continue doing something he 
thought made somebody feel that way. 


“Love it’s for your safety, that’s all, I only want to keep 
you safe. Raine you’re in danger because of me and I 
couldn’t live with myself if something were to happen to 
you.” He said, the look in his eyes softening a bit in a way 
that seemed almost tender. 


“I’m living with Jay, I promise I’m safe.” I reassured. 
Perhaps he thought it was the man who had attacked me 
come to take vengeance since he had beat him up quite 
badly. It really wasn’t his fault though. He had done a really 
kind thing by stepping in on those occasions and helping 
me. 


“Y-you shouldn’t feel guilty. It can not be the man that 
attacked me, he was arrested, I would have been informed 
if he had gotten bail. It was very kind of you to step in and 
save me but please don’t trouble yourself now. I am very 
much safe.” I told him, attempting to give a reassuring 
smile but I wasn’t sure how effective it was. 


“T’m glad to hear that man was arrested, he deserved far 
worse. But whoever did raid your apartment left that note, 
clearly it was with intent, and they may be back. In the 
circumstances that they do come back, surely Jay’s home 
would be a predictable place to look for you.” I was about 
to interrupt him but he continued before I had the chance 
to do so. 


“If that is what you are worried about, then rest assured 
I would never touch you, not without your consent.” He 
mumbled quietly making my _ face burn~ with 
embarassment. 


“You’ve saved me twice, I do not think you capable of 
sexual assault.” I muttered quickly, refusing to make eye 
contact with him. Just because I knew he wouldn’t try to 
molest me, didn’t mean I was going to become roomies 
with him. My eyes widened as I realized he had mentioned 
the note. 


“How do you know about the note?” I asked pressing my 
lips together as I tried to imitate his probing expression. 


“Small town, news spreads.” Mr.Night said simply, so fast 
it couldn’t have possibly been a lie. But that didn’t change 
the fact that I could take care of myself, and I had my 
fiercely protective friends to care for me too. 


“You would have your own room, and I promise I won’t 
bother you, you would have complete privacy.” He assured. 


“No Mr.Night that’s not it, I-I just, I can’t come live with 
you. I’m going to be fine on my own, please don’t worry 
about me.” I begged, and this time he let my formality go. 


“Raine I’m begging you, let me protect you.” He says 
grabbing a hold of my elbows, but I got out of his hold, 
startled by the sudden movement, I took a step away from 
him. 


“No I-I will be fine, trust me I can protect myself.” I said 
and the look in his eyes told me he was about to argue, but 
I beat him to it. 


“This isn’t up for discussion Mr.Night.” I stated firmly 
making sure not to look into his eyes so that I wouldn’t 
coward out of saying the strict words. 


“So isn’t your safety.” Mr.Night said. I narrowed me eyes 
at him, clenching my fists tightly, my nails digging into the 
soft skin of my palm. 


“If the intruder had been there when you had gotten 
home what would you have done? Do you have any idea 
what could have happened?” He asked me, clearly making 
an effort to keep his voice gentle. 


“But he did not, and I am fine. There’s no use worrying 
over what could have but did not happen.” I retorted 
sharply making his jaw clench tightly, and he raised an arm 
to loosen up the knot of his tie, clearly very frustrated with 
me. I struggled to stay cross with him, and not be 
distracted by the tie. 


“You don’t understand. Low-lives like that don’t stop so 
easily. I would feel very-very guilty if you were to get hurt 
because I allowed you to remain in such an obvious place.” 
Mr.Night got out, struggling to look for the right words. 


“T’ll be fine, I somehow always am.” I stated, crossing my 
arms against my chest. He looked over me for a moment 
before he crouched down, wrapping an arm around my 
legs, hoisting me up onto his shoulder making me squeal 
loudly in fright. My jaw dropped as he started walking out 
of the cafe, carrying me as though I was a sack of flour and 
not a very unsuspecting person. 


“Put me down.” I said loudly, my voice octaves above the 
way it normally sounded. I couldn’t believe this was 
actually happening. Perhaps I had fallen asleep while doing 
the records and had dreamed this all up, surely things this 
bizarre didn’t occur in real life. But the pressure of his 
muscly arm on the back of my upper thighs was telling me 
otherwise. 


“This is completely inappropriate.” I yelled, going further 
into panic as he kept walking quietly. 


“Put me down you hooligan.” I screeched at the top of 
my lungs, completely hysterical now that we were out of 
the cafe and almost to his car. He set me down, using his 
body to trap me against his car. 


“Hooligan really?” He asked amused, and oddly I 
blushed, making me want to scream. I was being kidnapped 
and here I was blushing at the kidnapper’s amusement at 
my vocabulary, I really was going insane. 


“Yes, y-you’re kidnapping me, hooligans kidnap people.” 
I explained trying to sound strong but sadly my voice 
cracked, causing me to seem every bit as startled as I was. 


“It’s not kidnapping love, I only want to keep you safe.” 
He said using a hand to cup my face so that I was looking 
into his eyes. His silver eyes looked so soft and trustworthy 
that he was almost successful at side-tracking me. 


“T-it is kidnapping, you’re taking me captive, you’re 
taking me against my will.” I said. 


“IT hadn’t planned to do this against your will, but you 
won’t come with me, and this is absolutely necessary to 
keep you safe. My house is unexpected, and has a great 
alarm system. Also as you have witnessed before I can hold 
my own in a fight.” He said making my eyes dart down to 
the large muscles of his arms and chest and as always 
when I’m frustrated to my absolute embarrassment tears 
started to pour out of my eyes. It was why most people 
couldn’t argue with me, even though I tried my best to stop 
it, I always started crying out of frustration. 


“Hey, hey Raine, please love I didn’t mean to scare you, 
please don’t cry. Please just let me protect you, I swear no 
harm will come to you.” He said sincerely and my struggles 
began to lessen until they came to a complete stop. 


“Forgive me love, I never want to upset you.” He 
mumbled softly cupping my face in his hands, and I 
nodded. 


“Thank you, now will you please come with me?” He 
pleaded and I nodded unthinkingly, making the corners of 
his lips twitch up into a small smile, the happiness in his 
eyes making them all the more compelling. His arguments 
made sense to me, I loved Jay but he wasn’t very skilled at 
fighting, and neither did his home have some elaborate 
alarm system. 


“Thank you love.” Mr.Night said, wrapping an arm 
around my waist and pulling me towards his body crushing 
me against him. He pulled the door open, depositing me 
carefully into the car being so gentle with me as though he 
were afraid I would break. 


I sat in my seat as he made his way towards the driver’s 
side of the car, coming out of my trance and feeling the fear 
and regret at my actions creep up as I became more aware 
of what I had just agreed to. But the gentle way he had held 
me took away some of my doubt. 


He sat in the car, starting it up, the smooth revving of the 
engine humming in my ears as he began to drive. 


Chapter 22 


The door opened beside me, he offered me his hand, and 
hesitantly I slipped mine into his. Xavier tightened his grip, 
using his hold on my hand to help me out. 


He shut the car door behind me not letting go of my 
hand, and even though a part of me wanted to pull away, 
another part, one a lot less cautious, enjoyed the warmth 
his hand provided. It liked the way his hand completely 
engulfed mine, and adored the way he felt so close to me. 
But that was a part I couldn’t afford to give into, that was 
the part that had gotten me here, and I didn’t want to give 
Xavier the wrong idea. That would be unfair. Although a 
part of me questioned if I really would be giving him the 
wrong idea, perhaps just this once I would let it go. 


He led me up to the large home. The house was dark 
perhaps even unwelcoming at first, and yet it held a 
Captivating beauty, an irresistible intrigue just like its’ 
owner. 


He inserted the key and punched in a combination before 
pushing the door open as I stood patiently behind him. I 
looked all around, trying to make it obvious that I was not 
looking at the combination. He seemed like a secretive 
man, I wanted him to know his privacy was quite safe when 
it came to me. Although with how tall he was, and with my 
measly 5’4 I might have not made it into his peripheral 
vision. Xavier walked in after swinging the door open 
turning to face me, and I felt his gaze on me as I made my 
Way in. 


The home was even more beautiful on the inside, 
decorated in blacks, silvers, and greys, and was absolutely 


spotless, clean to the point where it didn’t even look 
inhabited. The furniture was simplistic and sleek but 
clearly extremely expensive. 


The whole house smelled like Xavier and I couldn’t say I 
was complaining, it was the most intoxicating thing ever. If 
possible I would bottle up the scent and smell it forever. 


“It’s not exactly very welcoming, but it’s home.” Xavier 
said and I turned to him confused as to why he would say 
that, his home was beautiful. 


“It’s beautiful.” I said staring right into his eyes, 
intentionally for once, he nodded at me. Biting the inside of 
his cheek as if suppressing a smile as he took a small step 
closer. 


“Are you hungry?” He asked gently, leaning his head 
down so that he was closer to me. His gaze almost tender, 
vulnerable as he gazed at me, a soft longing displayed in it 
that I didn’t understand. I shook my head, taking a small 
step back, increasing the distance between us and he 
nodded, straightening up. The gentle trance he was in 
seemingly broken, his expression and gaze indecipherable 
again. 


“IT can take you to your room if you’re tired.” He offered, 
his voice deeper than before, and I nodded trying to 
decipher the look in his intense eyes. I didn’t like when he 
was like this. It was so difficult to tell what he was feeling, 
even though most of his actions were baffling to me, at 
least they gave me something to analyze and take guesses 
at, but like this he was completely closed off. 


“Yeah, that would be nice.” I said, and he reached out to 
grab my hand, using that to lead me to my room. Walking 
intentionally slower so that we walked side by side, instead 
of me being dragged along behind him. 


I felt him stare at me as we walked, but I kept my face 
forward resisting the strong pull of his gaze. He led me up 
the stairs, and me being the clumsy person that I am, I 
almost slipped. A small squeal passed from my lips as I felt 
my foot slide off the step painfully, but before I could 
tumble down, Xavier tugged me towards him by my waist. 
Wrapping me up in his warm strong arms, holding me close 
to his chest, as if afraid that I would slip away if he let go. I 
stayed frozen my heart beating so fast I thought that it 
would pump straight out of my chest, he pushed his face 
into my hair, nuzzling it comfortingly. 


“You’re okay.” He said into my hair, and I nodded into his 
chest, he was holding me so close that I was lifted off of the 
ground, and my gesture made my nose rub against the skin 
on his chest, that was left bare above his shirt. A slight 
tremor raked through him as he pulled me impossibly 
closer, making me nuzzle further into his touch. 


A sharp pain shot through the now tender skin of my foot 
as it brushed against the banister and I came to my senses, 
slowly leaning back from his chest, but he held me close, 
his face still in my hair. I squirmed in his hold trying to pull 
away from Xavier and hesitantly he let me go, setting me 
down carefully onto my feet. 


“Are you Okay to walk?” He asked his voice huskier, his 
eyes a Silver so pure and beautiful, that it had my thoughts 
jumbled, and I struggled to answer. 


“Y-yeah.” I stuttered and he nodded, gesturing for me to 
walk, and I hesitantly put pressure onto the hurt foot, 
relieved to find out that it had calmed down to just a dull 
throb, and I was able to put my weight on it. 


I walked upstairs with him by my side, leading the way. 
He rested his hand on the small of my back using that to 


steer me, and partially probably due to the completely 
rational possibility that I would slip again. 


His large warm hand spread warmth through my cold 
body, my skin searing where his skin touched mine even 
through my sweater. 


We reached a room, and he ushered me forward into it. 
The walls of the room were painted a sugar grey, the bed 
sheets were silky white. The curtain that hung in front of 
the large window were the same colour as the walls. A 
black dresser was pushed up against the furthest wall, a 
closed door that probably led to the washroom next to it. 
The other open door looked to be a large but empty walk-in 
closet. The room was the brightest I had seen in all of the 
house. I felt his hand slowly lift off of my back, and 
immediately I felt a bit cold again. 


I walked further into the room, taking a peek into the 
washroom to see it was equipped with towels and what 
looked to be like very general toiletries. 


I turned towards him to see him carefully assessing my 
reaction to the room. I let a small smile form on my face as 
I whispered a soft 
“T love it.” 


His eyes seemed to brighten at my words and he gave 
me a curt nod. 
“If there’s anything you need just let me know, my room is 
just at the end of the hall.” He told me. 


“T-uh I am actually a little hungry.” I called out as he 
turned to leave, and he turned around immediately to face 
me. My eyes widened as I realized what I had said. I hadn’t 
even meant to say it. I really wasn’t even hungry, a glass of 
milk would suffice, I just didn’t want the night to end yet, in 
a very weird way I had sort of missed his presence during 


our time apart. I wanted to spend a little more time with 
him, and that was what surprised me. 


“Settle in and come downstairs, I’ll make something for 
the both of us.” Xavier said, his entire face seeming to have 
brightened up, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he too 
wanted to spend a little more time together. I hoped he did. 


I couldn’t stop the silly grin from forming on my face as I 
watched him turn his back to me and leave. 


I sat myself on the bed trying to come to terms with what 
had happened today. I had started off the day bickering 
with Jay and now here I was in the house of the man I’d 
never thought I would see again, the man that everyone 
who cared about me would advise against seeing and yet 
here I was right in the cage of the lion. But there was 
something, something that made me feel inclined to allow 
myself to trust him, even if it was only a sliver of trust I 
could give to him I knew it was a start, a start to something 
new. 


I’d never really had much of an exciting life, but there 
was just something about Xavier Night, he made midnight 
snacks feel like an exhilarating activity. 


“You need pyjamas.” Came his voice from the door, and I 
looked up startled, I had been so lost in my thoughts I 
hadn’t even noticed him at the door. 


“Yes, that’s exactly what I was thinking about. We all 
need pyjamas, they are very comfortable, and appropriate 
to sleep in, it would be extremely uncomfortable to sleep in 
our regular clothing, so I guess that is why they were 
invented. I wonder who was the first person to decide we 
needed clothing designated just for sleep, that must have 
been a very smart person. What did they ever do before 
pyjamas?” I rambled on, scared he would somehow know I 


had been thinking about him. Surely my embarrassing and 
excessively long rant had only made it more obvious that I 
had been thinking about him. 


“Maybe they slept naked.” He answered simply making 
my eyes nearly bulge out of their sockets as my cheeks 
turned pink. 


“M-maybe.” I offered quietly. He pressed his lips together 
in amusement, setting down the clothes beside me on the 
bed before turning to leave, shutting the door quietly 
behind him. 


I unfolded the clothing, to see a huge black shirt, with 
black pyjamas, they quite obviously belonged to Xavier, and 
as I changed into them I realized they probably fit him well, 
but for me they were far too big. The shirt fit like a dress 
nearly dropping to my knees and the pants had to be 
turned three times at the waist so that they wouldn’t trail 
or worse fall off. 


As I finished changing I crept out of my room, trying to 
limit the amount of noise I was making so as to not disturb 
the serene silence. Truthfully I was also hoping to startle 
Xavier by suddenly speaking up from behind him. It wasn’t 
fair that I was always so frazzled around him while he was 
so calm and collected. From now on things were going to 
be different. If he had quiet cat feet, then I would try my 
best to imitate how cats walked to keep from making noise. 
I wasn’t quite sure if that’s what people meant by cat feet 
but surely this technique would do something. 


I let out an unladylike snort as I imagined myself actually 
walking like a cat on hands and feet, Xavier would probably 
be so scared he’d immediately kick me out. For now 
imitating a cat while walking normally on just my feet 
would have to do. 


Chapter 23 


Xavier’s POV 
I heard small stumbling feet clumsily pitter patter over the 
floors as I moved around the kitchen trying to prepare 
something for Raine to eat. 


This clothing was_ surprisingly comfortable, but 
something I hadn’t worn in years, this place had never felt 
like home. I loathed spending time here, it made the 
loneliness I always felt come to the surface, the utter 
despair my heart was shrouded in would win, and I would 
lose, going further into the darkness, allowing myself to 
feel the misery. I always tried to stay out of the house and 
with my businesses, it wasn’t hard. Most nights I didn’t 
even return home, staying out all day and night was much 
better than coming home to a completely silent building 
and falling asleep knowing no one would be there when I 
woke up. 


Having Raine here made this cold lonely building fill with 
the warmth that she seemed to take everywhere she went, 
it made me want to spend time here. 


The soft footsteps got closer, and I let out a chuckle as I 
heard Raine mumbling to herself, another one of her 
adorable quirks, she was the most precious thing, the most 
important thing to me. It had been years since the last time 
I’d cared so wholeheartedly about someone. I didn’t know 
why that was, I was lonely, and yet I had never let anyone 
get close, nobody had ever even tried, perhaps it was 
because I was scared. But Raine was far too good of a 
person to be able to intentionally hurt someone. She was 
innocent, more than what was good for her, but that was 


what attracted me to her. There was no malice in her, I 
knew she would never purposely hurt me, I needed 
somebody like that in my life, somebody I could trust. 


I stuck the cookies in the oven, she had turned one of the 
most feared men to Betty Crocker. I checked on the hot 
chocolate to see it boiling, and I panicked, I didn’t cook a 
lot but I had been taught how. A part of not coming home 
meant no home made meals. 


The footsteps got closer until I felt her behind me, 
keeping her distance as always. I dealt with the hot 
chocolate before I turned to look at her, and my eyes 
widened. 


I had never seen a sight this beautiful. She was 
absolutely endearing in my clothes, she looked even 
smaller and more adorable drowned in my clothes. My tiny 
angel in my clothes, I had to contain a growl at the thought 
of that, nothing could ever please me more than her in my 
clothes, it brought forth the suppressed fantasies of us 
being together, of her feeling for me what I felt for her. 


She stumbled towards me adorably, the pants much too 
long on her, but if she wanted I could carry her, the thought 
of her in my arms, cuddling close to me. This tiny angel in 
the arms of a monster like me, it could never happen but it 
was something that I fantasized about, something that I 
wanted more than I could say. I wished for her to stop 
fearing me, even her considering me an acquaintance 
would be enough, although I wanted so much more I didn’t 
deserve it. I was a beast, and angels don’t fall in love with 
beasts. 


I couldn’t get my eyes off her, this tiny girl had become 
my world. From the moment I had seen her, she had me 
captured, captivated by those shining chocolate brown 
eyes, enchanted by her chiming giggles, enamoured by her 


easy smiles, but now I also longed to have her in my arms, 
to hear her rant to me. She was quiet usually but I wanted 
to be the one she could speak to, the one that after a tiring 
day of work and school she would stumble into the arms of. 
I wanted her to stay forever, but I cared for her too much I 
would have to let her go. I couldn’t damn her to a life with 
me, I was the darkness and she the light, she would never 
want me. Something so innocent could never want 
something as evil, as destructive as me. I didn’t deserve all 
of her, but I would cherish the short amount of time I had 
with her. 


She was so precious, meant to be cherished and 
protected, I would devote my life to her but it would never 
be enough. She was everything while I was just a beast, she 
wouldn’t be happy with me, and her happiness was above 
all else. I had never believed in love at first sight, you 
shouldn’t love for appearance, and if souls existed then 
surely hers was far too pure to be matched with mine, but I 
was falling for her. The more I got to know about her, the 
more time I spent with her, the closer I was to falling head 
over heels for her, it would be so easy to love her. But it 
would be painful when she left me, although if that pain 
kept me connected to her in some way, I wasn’t opposed to 
it. 

“IT hope you don’t mind cookies and hot cocoa.” I said to 
her and she looked up, her eyes brightening, the 
nervousness fading at the thought of cookies. She was 
adorable the smallest of things could make her happy. 


“T love them.” She said softly in her melodic voice. 


“D-did you bake them?” She asked as she sniffed the air 
delicately, smelling the chocolate in the air. 


“Yes.” IT answered stoically, due to my intimidating looks 
no one ever thought I was awkward, but really I had far too 


little experience interacting with others in_ casual 
conversation. She bit into the inside of her cheek and my 
stomach dropped. Did she not like baked cookies? I thought 
those were better then the packaged, but if she wanted I 
would go get those. I would get her anything she wanted, 
give her anything to make her happy. She had me wrapped 
around her dainty little fingers, and yet she had no idea. 
This monster kneeled in front of this angel, he was at her 
beck and call, and he would forever be. 


“IT smell something burning.” She said and I dropped the 
towel in my hand rushing towards the oven to see what 
once had been twelve spheres of cookie dough, but were 
now basically coals. 


I looked back at her devastated, it was horrible she was 
probably hungry and I had ruined her snack. Why would I 
try to make something I didn’t know how to? I should have 
stuck to the things I was taught. I clenched my fists around 
the handle of the oven in frustration, my poor Raine was 


hungry. 


I ground my teeth together until a soft hand came onto 
my clenched fist, and I looked up, the pleasant feeling of 
her soft hand on mine, made me release my hold. She led 
me away from the oven and I followed after her, like a lost 
puppy. It was her first day here, and I burnt her food, she 
probably already wanted to leave. 


“It’s fine, I’m not very hungry.” She said reassuringly, 
and I wanted to take her into my arms and hold her close. 
It had been years since someone had spoken to me in that 
way. Having her near me chased my demons away and I 
craved the feeling, the feeling that Raine brought along 
with her. 


“Raine, you need to eat something, would you teach me 
how to bake cookies?” I ask her wanting to ensure she eats, 


and keep her close to me for as long as possible. As soon as 
the danger was gone, Raine would leave, never to return. 


“Yeah, sure.” She says, pulling up her shirt nervously as 
it fell from her shoulder, our proximity making her nervous. 


She was the most stunning woman I had ever seen, and I 
the luckiest man in the world to get to spend time with her. 


Chapter 24 


Whisking the eggs gently, I reached for the milk pouring 

some in as I hummed to myself. I threw prices of toast into 
the toaster, Xavier was huge, he probably had a big 
appetite too. 
The bacon simmered in the pan, and my mouth watered, I 
had woken up unusually hungry, in the large bed. I didn’t 
want to intrude by making myself breakfast, but I was too 
hungry, and Xavier didn’t seem to be around. 


“Good morning Raine.” A deep velvety voice called out 
making me nearly drop the eggs I was whisking, but I 
managed to cling to it turning to see Xavier standing there 
staring at me, an odd sense of being content in his eyes, 
maybe he really liked eggs and bacon too. 


“Morning.” I stuttered and his eyes softened further, he 
reached his hand out resting it on the side of my face 
cupping my cheek gently in his large warm rough hands. 


“T-I’m sorry, for not asking, to make breakfast.” I said 
looking up at him hoping he wouldn’t be too upset, his face 
contorted into a frown, he nuzzled my face in his hand, his 
other hand coming up so that he held my face in both 
hands he leaned down so that we were closer. 


“You don’t have to ask love, what’s mine is yours.” He 
said his deep voice gentle but stern, and I nodded slowly, 
reluctantly he let me go, and I turned back to the bacon 
flipping it. 


“I stopped by your room first, I thought you’d run away 
when I saw you weren’t there.” He said in his deep voice, 


but what he said next had my heart skipping a beat in my 
chest. 


“T thought I’d have to hunt you down.” My eyes widened 
as I stared at him, seeing a man double your size talk about 
hunting you down, was very harmful to ones _ heart, 
especially so early in the morning. 


“H-hunt me down?” I said my voice cracking, sounding 
more shrill then I wanted it too. 


“Yes, I need to keep you safe.” He said, and I nodded 
feeling a bit relieved, it was for safety purposes he wasn’t 
upset that I had touched his bacon. 


“Here, let me finish up the eggs.” He says holding his 
hand out for the bowl but I shake my head, sending him a 
small smile. 


“Sit down I got it.” I say and his face turns completely 
sombre, and he nods, his eyes filling up with an 
unrecognizable emotion, he sits down on one of the stools 
at the breakfast bar. 


I quickly finished up breakfast, piling it into plates, 
making sure his plate was heaping with food, filling mine 
up to the brim as well, I walked to him setting it down in 
front of him. I turned to sit across from him, but a hand 
gently latched onto my wrist, turning me around. 


“Thank you.” He said softly, pressing his warm, soft, very 
subtly chapped lips to the back of my hand, making me 
blush a deep red and he stared at me intensely releasing 
my hand from his grip. It felt like fireworks had exploded 
on the back of my hand, that’s an odd type of shock, it was 
pleasant. I stumbled towards my seat awkwardly, how could 
a man so intimidating and powerful be so gentle. 


We ate in silence, something comfortable the type of 
silence I had always longed for, never had I ever met 
anybody who I could simply sit in silence with comfortably, 
my over talkative friends and mom would always chatter 
my ear off, encouraging me to talk as well and as much as I 
loved them I had always hoped I would one day meet a 
person, who with I wouldn’t feel the need to fill silences. 


I got up grabbing my plate reaching for his, but he put 
his hand over mine, and I looked up at him confused. 
“You cooked, let me wash the dishes.” He said grabbing 
both our plates from me he made his way to the sink. It was 
a sight to see the huge hulking man dressed up, washing 
dishes. 


“T should go, I have to get to work.” I said wanting to let 
him know before I left, he turned to me raising a brow at 
my nervous behaviour as I stumbled from foot to foot. 

“T’ll drop you.” He said turning away his voice leaving no 
room for discussion. 


“I need to drop by Jay’s house first to get clothes.” I say 
and he nods, finishing up the dishes. 


“Ready love?” He asks, and I nod, he motions for me to 
walk ahead of him and I do, flushing when I catch sight of 
myself in the mirror, I looked like a squirrel who had 
hibernated much too long only to be released into a fiery 
maze. 


We walked to the car, Xavier went ahead of me holding 
the door open for me and I smiled at him mumbling a small 
thank you trying to control my blush. 


He walked to the other side getting in, and shifted the 
car into gear asking me to direct him. 


“Give me your number.” Xavier spoke out and my eyes 
nearly bulged out of my head, as I turned towards him. 


“W-what?” I stuttered out. 


“So that I can call you, to pick you up.” He said his eyes 
dancing with amusement at my reaction. I flushed wanting 
to kick myself I lived in the same house as the man but had 
a heart attack when he asks for my number, I really was a 
total mess. 


“Right, give me your phone.” I said, mumbling a quick 
please as I realized how commanding that sounded. 


He handed his phone to me, and I grabbed it from him 
accidentally brushing my own hand against his, and his 
eyes glanced up at me, and I pulled the phone from him 
biting my lip nervously. 


I quickly put my number into it sending a text to myself, I 
held it out to him. 


He stopped the car in front of Jay’s house and I got off 
thanking Xavier. 


“Goodbye love.” He said softly, and I looked back at him 
nodding as I turned up to walk to Jay’s house. 


I knocked waiting for Jay to open the door tapping my 
foot anxiously, I glanced back to see Xavier waiting staring 
at me intensely I tried to sent him a nervous smile but 
before I could the door was thrown open, and I was yanked 
into a bone crushing bear hug. I squealed out loud unable 
to breathe in his grasp, but luckily Jay let go before I 
passed out, and that could turn out horribly because 
looking the way I did it was possible for any passerby to 
mistake me for roadkill. 


“You had me so worried, I go to pick you up and you’ve 
vanished where were you?” He shrieked reminding me 
eerily of my mother. 


“She was with me.” A deep voice resounded from behind 
me, I turned to see Xavier standing there his arms crossed 
on his chest, he reached out for me tugging me closer to 
him, so that I was right up against his hard chest, the 
warmth radiating from him warming my back pleasantly. 


Jay stared at the both of his, his jaw hung open his eyes 
wide. 


“What?” Jay asked bluntly looking about as conflicted as 
I had ever seen my easy going friend. 


“Y-you know the break-in that happened, well Xa— 
Mr.Night insisted I stay with him till I’m out of danger.” I 
say, resorting back to formalities when Jay’s eyes almost 
popped out when I called him by his name. It was a horrible 
explanation but it would do. 


“Why?” Jay asked, and I felt Xavier’s grip tighten a bit on 
my arm. 


“I mean Raine can stay here, I’ll protect her.” Jay said, 
shifting into his protective friend mode. 


“Believe me, I can do a fine job keeping her safe.” Xavier 
said wrapping his arm around my waist and tugging me so 
that I was completely pressed up against him. 


Jay frowned at the both of us, his eyes telling me I was in 
a lot of trouble as soon as Xavier left. 


I turned to Xavier, wanting to get rid of the strong 
tension between us three, and the only way was to separate 
the two men. 


“T’ll be fine thanks for dropping me off.” I said in my 
haste to get him to leave I unthinkingly leaned up to press 
a kiss to his cheek. 


Xavier stared at me in awe his eyes completely melting 
from the intense dark grey to a liquid silver that had my 
heart beating tenfold as I blushed a deep crimson realizing 
what I had done. 


“Take care amica mea.” He said his voice soft, almost a 
whisper stroking my cheek softly he slowly unwound his 
arm from my waist, gazing at me adoringly for a moment 
longer before walking to his car. 


I turned back to Jay taking a deep breath to start 
explaining but it was rushed out of me as he grabbed me by 
the arm tugging me in and slamming the door shut. 


“You better start explaining.” Jay said, looking like the 
overprotective brother he theoretically was, making me 


gulp. 


A/N— I hope you guys liked this chapter and some of you 
may have seen my short ’episode’ about the Latin in this 
story but it turns out amica means love. There’s a hotel 
near my house named it, and the weirdo that I am I asked 
so thank you to anyone who took their time to correct me 
but amica just sounds better to me. It’s one of those 
phrases that is defined by its context, in this story it’s 
intended to mean my love. Thank you for reading! Have a 
good day my lovelies:) 


Chapter 25 


Jay stared at me wide eyed as I twiddled with my fingers 
nervously waiting for him to say something. We had been 
sitting in this uncomfortable silence for about 5 minutes 
now, I had finished telling my story with only a few 
interruptions from Jay and was now waiting desperately for 
him to respond or say anything at all. He could start 
rambling about carrot raisin pudding and I would be okay 
with it, as long as he stopped looking at me like that. 
Finally my prayers were answered. 


“So you’re telling me the man that looks at you like that 
is only giving you a place to stay, as a _ protective 
acquaintance?” Jay said choosing his words carefully and I 
nodded frantically relieved he understood me. Jay shook his 
head at me, letting out a chuckle under his breath and I 
stared at him confused as he said 
“Oh Raine you poor oblivious child.” 


“What do y—” I started but Jay interrupted me. 


“Nope you will figure it out on your own and it’s going to 
beautiful when you do.” Jay said dramatically, and I looked 
at him raising a corner of my lip in distaste at my odd 
friend. 


“Were you here to see me?” Jay asked happily as if our 
heavy discussion hadn’t just taken place. 


“Yes, and to grab clothes I can’t exactly go to work in 
Xavier’s clothes.” I said, and Jay let out a high pitched 
squeal making me jump further into the couch. 


“You’re wearing his clothes?” He asked and I nodded 
slowly not understanding the big deal until he wiggled his 


brows at me and I blushed again, glaring at Jay. 


“You have a very icky mind.” I told him, and he chuckled 
at my choice of words, ruffling my hair playfully he yanked 
me up off the couch nearly dislocating my shoulder in the 
process. He dragged me to the room I had been staying in, 
rambling happily to me as he folded clothes. 


I changed in the washroom quickly, too tired to even 
attempt to look reasonable. I quickly threw on an oversized 
pink sweater with leggings. Throwing my hair into a bun I 
came out of the washroom and Jay shot me a smile handing 
me the bag, trying to convince me to let him put together a 
better outfit. I shook my head at him pinching his nose 
fondly. I took the bag from him laughing as he rubbed his 
now red nose mumbling about how I was so tiny that he 
couldn’t even tell anyone about my abusive ways, they 
wouldn’t believe him. 


He dropped me off in front of the cafe and I walked in, 
my dreary mood brightening slightly as the sweet aroma of 
coffee and new books filled my senses, making me feel at 
home. 


I walked into the office nearly dropping my things as I let 
out a loud squeal seeing Cyrus sitting in the office sending 
me a small smile. A small smile that despite my excited 
state was quite visible that the smile was tired, an ancient 
fatigue to it, one I couldn’t relate to. 


I kneeled down in front of him wrapping my arms around 
the man who was like a grandfather to me. His own arms 
wrapped around me his fragile warm hands coming up to 
pat my head. I pulled away from him my lips forming an 
involuntary pout as I realized how long it had been since I 
had gotten one of these hugs. 


“IT missed you cookie.” Cyrus said, and I smiled at him. 
The first time he had seen me I was a toddler and had 
immediately tried to attack the chocolate chip cookies in 
the display. Pouting unhappily when I couldn’t get to them 
because of the glass. But me being a persistent child I had 
somehow managed to climb over it and was sitting on the 
counters eating cookies when Cyrus found me. According 
to him it was adorable, and since that day Cyrus had called 
me cookie. 


“I missed you too Cyrus, you aren’t allowed to stay away 
that long.” I complained to him and he smiled at me gently 
pressing a kiss to my head. 


“I promise I won’t cookie.” He said and I smiled at him, 
until I realized he was in a wheelchair but I covered up my 
shock, not wanting Cyrus to feel bad. Being in a wheelchair 
was nothing to be ashamed of but Cyrus had always been a 
very athletic man. He loved to walk, Maggie and him would 
often go on long walks, Cyrus walked everywhere. He 
owned a car but it had shut down due to him never using it 
for long periods of time, this must be difficult for him. 


“You look very handsome.” I complimented Cyrus and he 
smiled at me. 


“Trying to impress Maggie?” I asked cheekily and Cyrus 
chuckled squeezing my cheek. 
“You gotta keep looking sharp to keep such a beautiful 
woman.” Cyrus said, his bright blue eyes filling with a soft 
adoration as Maggie walked into the office holding a huge 
pile of books her cheeks reddened and eyes bright at the 
exercise. I smiled at the two of them, what I would give to 
have something like that. 


“Raine darling you mustn’t disappear like that do you 
have any idea how worried I was when Jay called me telling 
you weren’t at his place? Not to mention you left the cafe 


unlocked, so I thought you’d been kidnapped, and as 
always your phone was going straight to voicemail.” 
Maggie scolded softly and I bit my lip, looking up at her 
sadly and she shook her head at me ruffling my hair 
knowing I was just pretending. 


“Don’t think you’re being let off easy, where were you?” 
Maggie asked and I froze before hesitantly telling her. 
“Do you remember Xavier Night, well he insisted I stay 
with him, in order to keep safe. I’m really sorry about the 
cafe, it’s just you know, a man like that randomly asks you 
to come stay with him, you tend to forget some stuff.” I told 
them, looking at Maggie apprehensively. Her and Cyrus 
forgot to lock the cafe more than they actually locked it, 
but it was different for the employee to do something like 
that, than for the owner to. 


Maggie stared at me with her jaw dropped for a moment, 
before stooping down to fill in a confused Cyrus on what I 
was talking about. I watched them wearily for a moment, 
although I knew it was dumb of me to even think the two 
would fire me, I couldn’t help but be a little scared. I loved 
my job, and spending time with the two of them, loosing my 
job was the last thing I wanted. Currently, it was the only 
thing providing a bit of normality in my life. My eye 
twitched as they both giggled to each other like 
schoolchildren, before simultaneously turning to look at me 
smugly, making my eyes widen. 


“So he’s just a good citizen offering a place for you to 
stay?” Cyrus said wiggling his brows and I blinked feeling a 
sense of déja vu wash over me. 


“It’s only until he figures out who did it.” I say quietly 
realizing how odd it sounded I was staying with a man I 
didn’t know very well after a break in when I could stay 
with friends. At least they weren’t mad about how 


irresponsible I had been leaving the cafe unlocked. Maybe 
just because it was a first time offence they were going to 
let me off. 


“Or maybe forever.” Maggie muttered under her breath 
to Cyrus, and I ignored it pretending I didn’t hear it, not 
even when Cyrus whispered back 
“Hopefully forever.” 


Chapter 26 


I sat talking to Maggie and Cyrus after my shift was over, 
the cafe was absolutely empty at this time of night and I 
adored talking to those two. After what I had done the last 
time I saw Xavier I wasn’t exactly in a rush to go to his 
house, maybe I would stay at Jay’s tonight. My decision had 
absolutely nothing to do with my cowardice, or at least I 
tried to convince myself it didn’t. 


“Honey we love talking to you but it’s getting very late.” 
Maggie said, and I nodded realizing it was nearly midnight. 
I called Jay telling him I was staying over for the night, and 
though confused he was happy to have me over, offering to 
pick me up but much to his dismay I declined. But of course 
Jay wasn’t giving up that easy, if I got something he would 
too, somehow he had gotten me to agree to go to a 
midnight movie with him, as he wanted to catch the first 
show of his favourite actor, claiming the actors’ body would 
make it worth it, and although grossed out I agreed. I 
quickly changed into a pair of dark jeans, with a fitted 
creme sweater, knowing Jay would skin me alive if I was 
dressed as he calls it lamely, to watch the premiere of his to 
be favourite movie. 


I quickly messaged Xavier. 
“Hi Xavier its Raine, thank you for letting me stay last night 
but I think I’ll just stay with Jay from now on.” It read and I 
sighed looking at it, it even sounded meek to me, anything 
but the strong unaffected woman I had meant to sound like. 
I pressed a kiss to Maggie’s cheek as she gathered up the 
dishes outside before making my way to Cyrus who now sat 
inside the office handling the paperwork. I kneeled down in 
front of him and he set the bag down turning to me, I 


grabbed his large hands in my own, the thin skin on his 
hands worrying me at how fragile it felt. 


“Promise me you won’t disappear like that again.” I said 
seriously to Cyrus and he smiled at me gently. 
“I promise cookie.” He answered. 
“One more thing.” I say and he nods looking at me 
confused. 
“Get well soon okay, put all your energy into it, because 
there is no way you are leaving me or Maggie.” I said 
stubbornly, my vision starting to get blurry as tears began 
to cloud my eyes and he nodded at me extending his pinkie, 
and I smiled at him connecting my own pinkie with his, the 
way we would when I was a child. 
“Goodnight Cyrus.” I told him pressing a kiss to his cheek 
before grabbing my bag. 


I dragged the bag through the door huffing and puffing 
as I went but came to a stop when I saw who waited 
outside. 


Xavier stood leaned up against his car his steely grey 
eyes trained on me intensely, watching my every move as I 
fidgeted beneath his gaze. His gaze was predatory, he 
looked at me as if I were his prey, his thick muscled arms 
covered by the dress shirt that he had folded up showing 
his impressive forearms, were crossed in front of his broad 
chest. The first few buttons of the shirt popped open 
hinting at his muscled chest, the smooth tan skin gleaming 
in contrast to the white shirt and night. He seemed to glow 
with an ethereal dark beauty, one that could easily have me 
enthralled. 


I slowly made my way to him, realizing I couldn’t run, he 
was much taller and he probably worked out while I read 
and drank sugary beverages all day, it wouldn’t exactly be a 
fair chase. 


I came to a stop next to him, keeping a large distance 
between us, I mumbled out a small ’hi’ to him while staring 
down not wanting to meet his intense angry gaze. I finally 
mustered up the courage to look up at him, and let out a 
gasp when I did, he was right in front of me. His arm 
wrapped around my waist pressing me against his car, and 
I squirmed in his hold, biting my lip keeping my eyes 
trained on his large broad chest covered by the white dress 
shirt. 


His hand came up under my chin forcing me to look into 
his eyes, up close I could see the storm brewing in his grey 
eyes as he stared at me, he was not happy with me. He 
holds up his phone letting me see the message and through 
clenched teeth he finally speaks. 

“What’s this supposed to mean?” He asks me his voice 
rougher then usual as he asks of the aloof message I sent 
him, holding up his phone before me. 


“J-just that I’m staying with Jay, I shouldn’t be a burden 

on you, i-it’s not fair to you and it’s kind of irrational 
staying with a man I don’t know that well, after a break in.” 
I say stopping myself from rambling when I feel his fist 
clench tightly as it rests softly on my hip. 
“You think you’re a burden?” He asks me his voice angry 
and I simply stare at him not knowing what to say, I didn’t 
want to upset him further not knowing what he would do. 
Although I no longer believed he would actually hurt me, it 
didn’t change the fact that I found him extremely 
intimidating. 


“Raine.” He says through clenched teeth as I don’t 
answer, his body completely pressing into mine, and I dig 
myself further into the car but he comes even closer and 
my mind fogs. His scent completely enveloping me, his 
firm strong warm body pressed against mine so that I could 
feel his broad chest move with every breath. His dark eyes 


staring intensely into my own making me forget how to 
breathe. 


“Answer me love.” He said leaning down nuzzling his 
face into my neck and I trembled in his hold. This was 
taking an unexpected turn. 


“T-this is inappropriate.” I mumbled out pathetically, and 
he inhaled deeply, pressing a kiss to my throat, as he pulls 
away only enough to look into my eyes. 


“Is it?” He asks his eyes full of mischief and something 
more as he trails his nose slowly from my cheek to my jaw 
and back, and I feel the slight oxygen I had managed to get 
into my body rush out. Where had the anger gone? That 
was easier to handle than this, I didn’t have enough time to 
sit down and ponder over how I felt about this. I struggled 
to speak, not wanting him to see the way I reacted to him, 
it was odd as if he had me under a spell it confused me. I’d 
never acted this way before, no one had ever induced such 
behaviour from me before. 


“Man you barely know huh?” He asks trailing kisses 
down my jaw, making me let out a breathy gasp. 
“T-that’s not what I meant.” I say lamely. 


“Really? So what did you mean amica mea?” He asks his 
voice huskier, something in his tone telling me he was 
trying to restrain himself, but from what I didn’t know. I 
blink deliberately as I feel a drop of rain on my cheek, a 
few more before the rain really begins to shower down 
upon us, drenching us both in mere seconds. My cheeks 
warm as his white shirt begins to grow translucent, 
sticking to the taut muscles of his broad chest. The rain 
was cold and yet my skin was beginning to feel quite 
heated. 


His tongue came out gently licking the corner of my jaw, 
collecting the cold rain drops from my skin with his heated 
tongue. The sensation of his mouth on my skin making my 
fists clench against the collar of his shirt, but he simply 
continued in his path pressing kisses on whatever skin he 
could see. 


“D-don’t you want an answer?” I ask, I’d rather be in that 
predicament than this. 
“Not exactly.” He whispers into my ear, his warm breath 
rushing over it making a shiver run through me. 


“B-but-.” I start but he interrupts me pressing a finger 
against my lips, pulling away he trails his fingers slowly 
over my lips, his eyes gazing intently at my parted lips. 
Shorts puffs of air escape them, but they stopped 
altogether as he leaned closer, his eyes flicking from my 
lips to my eyes. I look into his beautiful melted silver eyes 
and my lack of oxygen becomes the last thing on my mind 
as his body presses even closer to mine. 


His arms wrap tightly around my waist pulling me 
impossibly closer, every part of my body pressed against 
his. My eyes slowly flutter close as I feel his warm breath 
on my lips, his soft plump lips press softly to mine 
hesitantly, making every thought rush out of my head. 
Xavier being all I could think about as his plump lips now 
press firmly into mine, his kiss gentle but so passionate 
that it almost didn’t feel real. My hands travel up behind 
him, an arm wrapping around him and one going to grip his 
hair, not even able to think, all this coming as an instinct to 
having his lips against mine, having his firm broad form 
pressed against mine I start moving my lips slowly against 
his. My muscles relax under his touch, my whole body 
melting into his, and his seems to do the same. 


His lips move with mine, and it feels as if they were 
meant to be together, as if our lips were moulded 
specifically for each other, as if our bodies were carved to 
press into each other’s. He holds me as if his arms have 
ached to hold me for a lifetime, and now he could, as if he 
would never let go. We pull apart slowly, our lips swollen 
from the passionate kiss that we shared, his arms still 
wrapped tightly around me as if even after the kiss he 
wasn’t ready to let go. 


He looks deeply into my eyes, his the softest I had ever 
seen them, his wet lashes from the rain appearing darker, 
making his eyes look even more striking. I pant for breath, 
flustered after the kiss, my mind still foggy, but he looks 
completely in control, the only thing telling me he was 
affected by the kiss were his eyes, the intensity of them, the 
longing in them, the ache, as if he wanted to kiss me again. 
As if he never wanted to pull away, as if he would be 
perfectly fine with kissing me for all of eternity. 


I swallowed thickly as I looked back up at him, to be 
looked at with such desire, such longing was something I’d 
never forget. This wasn’t just a man’s passion for a woman, 
it was his for me, it was much more personal. It were as if 
he longed after everything that I was, not just my physical 
appearance, and that was something that would forever 
stay imprinted in my mind. I don’t think it was possible for 
me to ever forget him, perhaps a man like him was 
impossible for anyone to forget, but I knew for sure, I 
would always remember Xavier Night for the way he’d 
made me feel on this night. The way he’d made my insides 
heat up even in the cold downpour of the rain. 


I stare up at him struggling to compose myself, but then 
he does something that makes all my efforts go to waste, 
something that makes me feel even more breathless than I 


already was. Something that I had never seen him do, 
something that I would long to see again as long as I lived. 


A small smile forms on his face as he gazes down at me 
adoringly. His melting silver eyes holding a sense of 
happiness one that I realized I had never seen in him 
before, but wished to see again and again. 


Chapter 27 


The steaming hot water of the shower poured down on 
me as I stood in the shower, too lost in the memories of 
what had transpired to do much else. 


I reminisced in the way the rain had poured down around 
us as I stood gazing into the beautiful eyes of Xavier, his 
mesmerizing silver eyes gazing at me with so much 
intensity, seeming to be a whirlpool of emotion that I had 
lost myself into, but I was too far gone to return. I 
reminisced in the way his warm breath had felt as it kissed 
past my cold cheeks, the way Xavier’s arms held me close 
to his warm body, pressing my petite cold form into his 
large broad warm one, the way the heat of his hands had 
felt when they rested on my back, gently, yet firmly 
something sure, that seemed to be the way Xavier was, so 
gentle yet so sure as if everything he did was carefully 
aligned, everything he did a surprise to me but seemed 
awaited to him. 


A blush coloured my warm cheeks as I realized I had 
been standing under the shower for twenty minutes now 
thinking about our closeness. I had kissed a man despite 
our lack of acquaintance, we didn’t know each other very 
well and I had kissed him, I was staying in his home, what 
would this man think of me? What would anyone think of 
me? 


I stepped out of the shower wrapping my towel tightly 
around me, my hair only towel dried, I quickly changed into 
a loose pair of light grey sweats, accompanying it with a 
large comfy white shirt that unfortunately after a few 
washes now only came to the top of my sweats. I tugged a 


brush through my hair leaving it slightly damp, I walked 
out the delicious aroma of tomato sauce wafting into my 
senses awakening my appetite. 


I padded into the kitchen quietly seeing Xavier in a dark 
shirt now, his hair looking tousled and slightly damp. He 
turned to look at me, his grey eyes framed with those thick 
lashes leaving a lasting impression and holding me frozen 
under their gaze, he made his way to me slowly, and I 
stumbled back, trying to maintain the distance between us. 
This was my fault I had allowed such closeness when we 
were barely acquainted, who knew what he thought of me 
now, he stalked up to me stopping so that our chests nearly 
touched. I brought my hands up, attempting to push him 
back, my cheeks reddening as he reached behind me, 
grabbing a fancy bottle of olive oil. He wasn’t trying to feel 
me up, he simply wanted the olive oil. 


His eyes were sincere as he set it down beside him, 
taking my hands from his chest he held them in his own, 
warming them up within his large rough grasp. He guided 
me to the table, pulling a chair out for me, he waited until I 
had melted into the chair before turning away to o back to 
whatever was on the stove. When he was so close to me 
embarrassingly enough my body felt like jelly as though my 
bones had simply disappeared. 


My cheeks were a bright red as I watched him cook, I 
had assumed horribly wrongly, he had acted like nothing 
but a true gentleman. 


Having nothing better to do I watched him cook closely, 
hoping to pick up a few pointers for when I was back on my 
own. He moved with a precision that didn’t seem fitting for 
a businessman, not one move was wasted, he was sharp 
and quick. Perhaps that was why people found him so 
intimidating, perhaps that was why I did. He didn’t seem 


human, he never stumbled never showed weakness, it was 
very intimidating, and the fact that he was so large didn’t 
exactly help his case. My cheeks reddened further as I 
remembered the way his white dress shirt had become 
nearly absolutely translucent in the rain, revealing his tan 
smooth skin, the broad muscles of his chest, the defined 
ones of his stomach, all so clearly visible due to his soaked 
white shirt. How my hands had pressed against his warm 
firm chest feeling his rapidly beating heart under my palm, 
as the embarrassment had caught up with me and I had 
struggled to create space between us, but Xavier wasn’t 
having any of it, a simple shake of his head, and one look 
from those mesmerizing eyes had stopped all my attempts, 
my hands resting on his chest as his arms coiled tighter 
around my waist bringing me even closer to him. We were 
so close it seemed our hearts had begun to beat in sync. 


Having been lost in my thoughts I didn’t even notice 
Xavier was done cooking until he was right in front of me, 
serving me a giant helping of the spaghetti he had 
prepared. The tangy smell of the tomato sauce awakening 
my taste buds in anticipation making me realize how 
hungry I was. 


He took his seat across from me, not even touching his 
fork. I felt his intense gaze on me as I picked my own fork 
up, twirling the spaghetti around it. My hands trembled 
visibly as I brought it up to my mouth almost letting out a 
groan in delight as the flavour of the tomato, herbs and 
Spices mixed with the fresh noodles hit my tastebuds. I 
looked up at him, all embarrassment forgotten, unable to 
contain my smile I beamed at him brightly, only now seeing 
the anticipation, the worry in his eyes that now cleared at 
my smile. His eyes melting to the soft content silver I had 
just begun to see. 


He stared at me for a moment longer as I ate, but I was 
too preoccupied to meet his gaze before he began eating. I 
wondered why he hadn’t become a chef, his cooking was 
delicious, he could make a fortune off this food. But from 
what I had seen what he currently did already made him a 
fortune, the Night Industries were very successful, as our 
professor had so passionately told us. Even going as far as 
to put a question about revenue on the most recent test 
using Night Industries. 


“I’ve wanted to ask you something for a while now. I 
hope you won’t mind how intrusive it is.” Xavier said 
suddenly breaking the comfortable silence we had been 
eating in. I rushed to chew and swallow the spaghetti I had 
in my mouth, probably looking like a chipmunk with my 
cheeks so full of food as I nodded at him encouragingly. 


“Why did you choose to work at the cafe? I mean most 
students have part-time jobs that relate to their field of 
study, I can’t help but wonder why you don’t have the 
same. There are many placements I could think of in this 
town that offer paid internships you would qualify for.” He 
explained. Clearly the man had not encountered Sophie and 
Jay if he thought a question like this was intrusive. Jay had 
asked me if I had ever done anything illegal the first time I 
met him, and that was probably one of the least intrusive 
things he asked that day. 


“My parents love this town, they’ve always lived in a city 
due to their jobs, so we would come here for vacations. 
That cafe had been my favourite place in the world as a 
child. It had both my favourite things, books and chocolate 
chip cookies. So during the winter break before I had to 
finalize my choice of university, when Maggie and Cyrus 
heard I was considering the university here and offered me 
a job in the case that I did actually move here, I said yes 
immediately. I still love that cafe.” I answered. 


“There is something peaceful about that cafe, that is 
undeniably true.” Xavier admitted. I offered him a small 
smile, pouring myself a glass of water and drinking it to get 
rid of that weird feeling at the back of my throat. 


“If you ever want to get you feet wet in the business 
industry do let me know. Night Industries offers a great 
paid internship and I could get you in, we could even work 
around your hours at the cafe.” He offered kindly. 


I opened my mouth to thank him for his generous offer 
but to my extreme embarrassment, before I could get even 
a word out, my nose scrunched up and my eyes shut, in my 
odd pre-sneezing face before I let out a series of sneezes. 
My eyes stayed shut, too embarrassed to look at him, he 
was probable reevaluating his kind words, and maybe even 
his decision to let me live here. Did he even ever sneeze? 
Come to think of it I’d never seen him do anything that-that 
human. 


I felt a hand on my arm, and I turned to look at him 
shocked did he not find me repulsive, I had even covered 
my mouth with my hands, not my elbow. He turned me 
towards him grasping my forearms lightly, his hand came 
up to rest on my forehead, and a frown came upon his face, 
his eyes filled with concern. 


“Love, you have a cold.” He said, and I nodded, I easily 
got sick. I expected him to walk back and start eating but 
his eyes grew frantic as he got up, rushing about cabinets, 
as I stared at him in confusion it was just a cold. He walked 
out of the room speaking on the phone in a hushed tone. 


He walked back into the room, his eyes a darker grey, 
filled with worry, and he leaned down in front of me, gently 
grasping my hands in his own. His other hand coming up to 
cup my jaw, his rough large thumb rubbing against my cold 
cheek, making a blush spread upon it. For a moment he 


simply stares at me in worry, his eyes sad, perhaps he was 
going to tell me I had to leave, maybe he didn’t like sick 
people in his house, it was perfectly understandable I had 
sneezed into my hand, and then he finally speaks. His 
words had my face forming into an ugly grimace 
involuntarily as I stared at him, dread filling me. 

“There’s no clinic open, maybe we should take you to the 
hospital.” He says and my eyes widen, as realization dawns 
upon me, Xavier Night was secretly a mother hen. 


Chapter 28 


I gulped staring up at Xavier as he looked down at me 
earnestly, his intense grey eyes filled with worry, as he 
stood above me. 


“T’ll be right back love.” He said rushing out of the room 
as he dialled a number on his phone. I waited sitting in the 
kitchen swinging my feet, attempting to decipher his 
hushed whispers as he spoke on the phone but it was too 
quick for me to understand. 


He walked back in tucking the phone into his pocket, 
holding a huge white comforter in his arms and I stared at 
him wide eyed as he came closer to me. Gently he wrapped 
the blanket around me, turning me into a toasty human 
blanket burrito before he swooped me up into his arms 
holding my bundled form close to his chest. I let out a 
squeak in protest. The blanket was going too far, but 
Carrying me was absolutely humiliating. 


“Xavier I can walk.” I squeaked out too embarrassed to 
look into his eyes, but I could feel his intense gaze burning 
into me, making my cheeks burn a deep red as the rest of 
my face flushed. His intense gaze not helping my feverish 
blush. 


“You're sick.” He said gruffly as if that explained why he 
was carrying me like an imbalanced toddler. I stared at him 
waiting for him to elaborate but as he looked down at me 
the sincerity of his eyes had me clamping my mouth shut. I 
forced myself to resist the strong urge to stick my tongue 
out at him, and then clumsily roll out of his blanketed hold. 


“I’ve called a doctor to come here since you refuse to go 
to a hospital.” He says and my head whips back to look at 
him, he ordered a doctor to come to his house, of course he 
was Xavier Night he could probably buy that doctor, so I 
stayed quiet instead settling to gnaw on my lip nervously. I 
didn’t particularly enjoy attention of any sort including 
medical. 


“IT don’t need to see a doctor.” I said stubbornly as he 
gently laid me onto the soft bed, fixing the blanket so it 
now rested respectably on top of me. 


“Yes you do love, I need you to get better and in order to 
do that you need to see a doctor.” He says and I glare at 
him, not happy with him making decisions for me, but it 
didn’t seem to intimidate him. A corner of his lip twitched 
up as he looked at me and my jaw nearly dropped open, he 
found my anger amusing. 


He grabbed a chair bringing it to the side of my bed, and 
he sat down, leaning so that he nearly hovered over my 
face. He tenderly pressed the back of his hand to my 
forehead, before he shot up from his chair and I gasped, his 
quick actions nearly giving me whiplash as I tried to follow 
his running form with my gaze. Out of the room he went, 
only to come back minutes later carrying a huge white box. 


“What is that?” I asked my voice slightly shaky. 


“My first aid kit.” He responded simply as if it was 
normal to have a first aid kit the size of a small comet. 


He pulled out many medical instruments, many of which 
I had never seen people apply to the treatment of a cold. I 
gulped seeing the sharp tongs, and he looked at me 
confused, before realizing what he was holding and he 
guickly put it back into the box, walking back to me, 
holding three thermometers. He ripped them from their 


packaging, and I stared at him confused, was he going to 
check his own and the doctor’s temperature too? 


“Open up love.” He said holding the three thermometers 
in front of my mouth and I stared at him wide eyed. 


“I-I don’t need three.” I say my voice cracking slightly. 
The last thing I wanted to do was look like a drooling idiot 
in front of Xavier Night. Who I quite often made a fool of 
myself in front of as it was. 


“I’m not taking the chance of one or even two being 
inaccurate, three gives a higher chance of them being 
accurate.” He tells me, his voice completely serious and I 
stare at him waiting for him to admit he was joking. But 
instead he just stares at me patiently, reluctantly I open my 
mouth only for him to gently place two of them in my 
mouth at once. I clamped my mouth shut around the 
thermometers sulkily. 


After a minute he pulled them out, his eyes growing 
harder as he released a small growl, before placing the 
third in front of my mouth. This time I didn’t protest, his 
eyes were a darker grey, he was clearly frustrated. He 
placed the third thermometer in my mouth, waiting once 
again before urging me to open my mouth to take it out, 
and his eyes only grew darker as he looked at this one. 


“What is taking him so long?” He growled frustratedly, 
getting up on his feet, his chest heaving in frustration at 
the doctor, and I stared at him not liking his frustration. I 
liked it when he was at ease, when his eyes were that 
mesmerizing melting silver, although this stormy grey was 
absolutely hypnotizing, his soft gaze was enchanting and 
my favourite. Hesitantly I reached out to him resting my 
hand on his, hoping to comfort him. His head whipped 
towards me, eyes melting slightly as he stared down at my 
hand on his own. 


“Sit.” I tell him quietly, and he nods settling himself in 
the seat, with a quiet husky huff. 


“It’s just a cold okay, I’m going to be fine.” I tell him, 
struggling to keep my voice from sounding hoarse. 


“Raine it’s not just a cold you have a high fever you’re 
sneezing, and you’re probably having body aches.” Xavier 
growls out, his eyes darken as he speaks. Well that quite 
basically amounted to a cold but I wasn’t gonna be making 
snide comments to Xavier Night. 


“You have no idea how that makes me feel. Every time I 
see you sneeze, how high your fever is or the way you shift 
uncomfortably, it drives me mad knowing that I have 
caused that. I want nothing more than for you to get better, 
and it would please me greatly if you allow me to nurse you 
back to health my love.” He tells me keeping his intense 
gaze locked on to me as he speaks, his voice growing soft 
as he speaks of taking care of me. He keeps me trapped in 
the stormy depths of his eyes and I watch emotion after 
emotion brew into the constant storm. My mouth went dry, 
his intensity was not something I could handle regularly, let 
alone when I was feverish. 


“T-I’m fine.” I offer feebly, my weak words and soft voice 
sounding absolutely pathetic in comparison to _ his 
resounding voice and intimate bold words. I sighed softly 
and he looked up at me, confusion clear on his face, but I 
shook my head, only now realizing I had kept my hand on 
his all the while, the warmth was so pleasant. I quickly 
retreated from his warm touch, blushing. I pondered my 
mind desperately seeking for something to get Xavier’s 
mind off my awkward actions, and something to rid him of 
the guilt clearly displayed in his beautiful eyes, and it’s only 
when the need becomes dire am I able to speak. 


“Why don’t you call the doctor?” I suggest lightly, trying 
to hold back a sneezing fit, and I let out a breath of relief as 
he nods slightly walking out of the room. I try to quiet my 
sneezes not wanting him to worry anymore then he already 
was. 


I calm myself slightly, only now able to hear him as he 
speaks on the phone, but his tone had my heart thumping 
in my chest. His voice was low, calm but dangerous, a 
lethal undertone that had me sympathizing with whom he 
was speaking to in that terrifying voice. His voice turned 
more into a growl as he went on, before I heard him hang 
up on someone, and he walked back in, still dangerously 
quiet even in his angry state. 


“W-what’s wrong?” I ask interrupting the cackling 
silence. 


“The doctors stuck in traffic.” He says struggling to keep 
his voice level, but still his voice sounds closer to a growl 
then his normal husky smooth drawl. 


“T really don’t need a doctor, it’s just a cold.” I tell him 
hoping to calm him down, but it doesn’t seem to work as he 
walks closer to me his large form looming over me. 


“IT need you to get better, and I want a professional here 
to help you do so.” He states his voice calm but lethal, his 
stormy eyes calming slightly as he takes in my wide eyes, 
as I stare up at him from within my comforter. 


“This is all my fault Raine, if it wasn’t for me keeping you 
out in the cold during a storm you wouldn’t be sick. I’m so 
sorry my love.” He says his head hung low as he refuses to 
look into my eyes. My heart breaks as I take in his slumped 
form, his beautiful dark locks in complete disarray from 
him running his hands through it. 


I reached out a hand, using it to cup his face, I urge his 
head up, and he looks at me with sad grey eyes through his 
thick black lashes, his lips in a slight pout. It was adorably 
comical, and although I refused to admit it absolutely 
endearing to see a man his size pouting. 


“It’s not your fault, and besides you can take care of me.” 
I say softly immediately regretting my precise choice of 
words as his grey eyes brighten, and he nods, but it was his 
words that had me ready to make a deal with Satan to take 
back my comforting words. 


“Love you aren’t allergic to spinach broccoli or kale, are 
you?” He asks and I shake my head completely horrified. 
He gets up pressing a soft kiss to my forehead before he 
walks out, leaving me dreading my words and swearing to 
never ever comfort anyone again. 


I waited for him to come back, secretly hoping he would 
not have any of those three ingredients and like a normal 
person just give me an Advil and wish me sweet dreams. 
But he was Xavier Night, and Xavier Night wasn’t your 
average civilian, he was something’ extraordinary, 
something strange, lethal yet so painstakingly beautiful. 


He walked back in holding the most beautiful China I had 
ever seen in his hands. He cradled a small white bowl with 
intricate detailing of flowers carved into it in his large tan 
rough hands, and as he got closer my astonishment at the 
delicate gorgeous cup in his manly hands was set aside. My 
face twisting into a grimace as I caught sight of the sickly 
looking green liquid that swished around within the small 
bowl, staining it’s smooth white surface with its nauseating 
residue. 


Xavier gently set the bowl down beside me, wrapping an 
arm around my shoulders he guided me to sit up. Holding 
my cold body close to his firm warm chest, as he adjusted 


the pillows and I stared at him unamused by his tactics, I 
had a cold not bronchitis. But I chose to remain quiet, 
saving my energy to resist the disgusting liquid he was 
going to attempt to force upon me. 


“Hey Xavier I think I feel better now, maybe it was just a 
momentary thing.” I try and he looks at me unimpressed 
with my tactics before mischief lights up his grey eyes. 


“Perhaps I should add some zucchini to this, that’ll 
ensure your cold won’t return.” He says and I look at him 
horrified shaking my head. I take my face out from behind 
the protective comforter and he looks down at me his eyes 
filed with something akin to adoration, that had me 
absolutely confused. I was pale as it is, but being sick had 
my face flushed and a unattractive pink at the same time, 
perhaps he really was having a bit of a mental breakdown. I 
take a slight sniff of the liquid my nose immediately 
scrunching up. 


“Come on love, drink up.” He says holding the bowl in 
front of my face, his hand going behind my head to support 
it, I was really starting to think he thought a cold paralyzed 
you. 


I take a deep breath, before hesitantly putting my mouth 
to the cup, my lips trembling in dread. He tips the bowl 
letting the foul liquid slip into my mouth and I fight to keep 
my dinner down as the foul liquid wrecks my taste buds. 


I pull away from the bowl and Xavier lets me, satisfied 
with my intake of the soul cringing fluid. 
“Is there anything else I can get you, pain killers, soup, 
chocolate, another pillow perhaps?” He asks and I shake 
my head at him. 


“We just ate I don’t need anything besides maybe some 
water to get this horrid taste out of my mouth.” I say 


hoping to lighten the mood and he nods going to get up but 
I shake my head again. 


“Xavier I was kidding I’m fine I don’t need anything, sit 
please.” I ask him, and he complies, settling his large form 
gracefully into the leather chair. 


“That’s a beautiful bowl.” I say and his eyes grow soft as 
he answers me. 


“It belonged to my mom.” A deep sorrow fills his voice as 
he speaks of his mother, one that belonged to the longing of 
a lonely heart. 


“You should rest love.” He says and I look up at him 
sadly, not wanting to sleep yet. 


“I’m not tired.” I mutter quietly. I wasn’t use to resting so 
much, with work and school I spent most of my day on my 
feet, and being ill was not an uncommon occurrence for 
me, so working through it was not anything out of the 
ordinary, even if it drove my friends and Maggie crazy. 


“Then what is it you wish to do?” He asks me softly 
grabbing my hand into both of his warming it pleasantly. 


“IT want to watch the storm, maybe we could go outside.” 
I tell him quietly, knowing even as I speak that the request 
was far too much of a stretch. Puppy eyes from even the 
most adorable of toddlers wouldn’t make this request 
favourable to a person even remotely rational. 


“The rain is what got you into this predicament in the 
first place, please don’t go out there again Raine.” He tells 
me his tone pleading but by the way he was looking at me, I 
was sure he was questioning my sanity. He reached 
forward letting go of my hand, pressing his palm to my 
forehead. 


“But I love this weather, it’s so beautiful, I always watch 
the storm.” I tell him my lips forming an involuntary pout. 


“No Raine I’m not letting you worsen your condition, you 
need to rest my little love.” He tells me, and I stare up at 
him raising a brow. The allow word didn’t particularly sit 
well with me, and he rushed to explain himself. 


“What I mean is that you’re already sick as it is, going 
out there will make it worse. I’m no one to order you 
around but Raine please don’t go outside.” Xavier begs and 
although I understand, I can’t help but to let my 
disappointment show. I turn my face away from him, he was 
taking care of me as it was, I didn’t want him to feel bad for 
being a rational mentally stable adult, but he took it the 
wrong way. 


“Raine please don’t be stubborn.” He says and my brows 
furrow as I realize he’s misunderstood, but perhaps this 
approach would actually work. I keep my face turned away 
from him, forcing an angry huff. Really how much sicker 
could I get? 


“Fine.” He growls out, wrapping me up in my blanket, he 
gathers me in to his arms once again, being extremely 
gentle, and I scowl at him squirming to get out of his hold. 
He shakes his head, and the frustration in his eyes tells me 
to stop, I had gotten my way might as well give him this. I 
can’t help the formation of the triumphant smile on my lips, 
it makes Xavier bite the inside of his cheek to keep from 
smiling as he shakes his head at me. He mumbles 
something quietly under his breath that sounds to me as if 
he’d said adorable, but I ignore it. Surely he’d said 
something else, surely he was irritated with me. 


Xavier carries me down the stairs with ease, turning into 
a room at the furthest corner of his huge home, one side of 
the room just one large window. I begin to struggle in his 


arms again, wanting to be let down, not caring how childish 
I looked, but he tightened his hold on me trying to look 
stern but his eyes were soft the almost smile still present 
softening his facial features. He let out a sigh setting me 
down on a large one armed black leather couch beside the 
window and I sit up, keeping the blanket around me as I 
stare out the window. The rain was so beautiful, so serene, 
the winds wild as they raked through the trees, bending 
them to their will, the thunder lighting up the soft serenity 
of the rain. 


The thunder howls loudly, and I grab onto Xavier’s hand 
yanking him down to sit with me, and he sits down. I keep 
my hold on his hand, it was warm and comforting, and 
really I just liked holding his hand, my fever was a bit too 
high to be embarrassed right now. I feel his gaze on my 
face, but I was too caught up in the beauty of the storm to 
care. 


I shiver in excitement as the thunder strikes again 
lighting up the sky in its wake, and Xavier perceiving it asa 
shiver from the cold wrapped an arm around me pulling me 
into his broad chest. The heat emanating from him pressing 
against my back, lighting me up with its warmth. Perhaps 
he was cold, I let go of his hand to drape my blanket half 
over him and his lips quirk up slightly as he looks at me, his 
eyes soft, the beautiful melting silver out once again. I 
watch them for a moment lost in their depth, before I turn 
back to the storm. A little less thrilled now with the 
thunder and rain because although they were absolutely 
stunning in their contradictory beauty, they weren’t nearly 
as beautiful to me as the soft storm that brewed in Xavier’s 
eyes. 


Chapter 29 


“Pass the stuff.” Sophie said her face void of emotion, her 
eyes blazing with rage, and her voice dripping with anger 
as she spoke. 

“Never.” Jay answered, his green eyes making him look like 
a child as he clutched the bag of candy to his chest, 
wrapping his arms around it protectively. 


I let out a loud huff as I watched them act like children, 
ready to fight to their deaths for candy. Xavier had me 
under house arrest as according to him the customary 
three days wasn’t enough to get over a cold, no the lethal 
man after a long heated bargaining had agreed to seven. 
My friends, being the melodramatic imbeciles they were, 
had strangely assumed I was dead, and showed up at 
Xavier’s home wailing in distress. Stunned Xavier had let 
them into his home, and only after much convincing most of 
which had been done by me, as the other two were too 
cowardly to speak to Xavier directly, “we” as they called it 
had convinced him to allow us to have our traditional movie 
night. These nights fell on no particular date, nor did they 
represent an occasion but they were our tradition. As often 
as we could, we would all watch movies together, gorging 
ourselves on the type of food that a health nut would cringe 
at the mere thought of. 


Jay although had taken it too far this time, hogging all 
the candy for himself and it was alright when the items in 
question were simply lollipops or hard candy, but Jay had 
crossed the line when he snatched the beloved fruit and nut 
milk chocolate bar from my safe hold. 


“Jay put that bag down nice and easy and nobodies going 
to get hurt.” Sophie said, but she was taking the wrong 
approach. 


“Jay, baby we don’t want to hurt you, we care about you 
but now if you don’t share those yummy treats with us, we 
are going to be forced to take action.” I coo at him softly 
and his eyes widen further as he looks at me, and in his 
eyes I see his resolve crack slightly but he covers it up, 
clutching the bag tightly to his chest, and as I hear a crack, 
my eyes widen as I realize he had done the unthinkable. He 
had cracked the fruit and nut chocolate bar, and I lose it. 


“That’s enough.” I growl out at him, pouncing at my 
friend who lets out a high pitched shrill scream as he goes 
tumbling down as I attempt to ensure the safety of my 
beautiful chocolate as we fall. 


“Look what you did numb nuts, you cracked my 
chocolate.” I say my elbow digging into Jays ribs as I lean 
against him, checking my chocolate for damage. 


“Get off of me, I can’t breathe.” He wheezes out as 
Sophie joins us, landing intentionally on Jay but kicking my 
shin in the process. She grabs the lollies from him, and 
helps me up, before she deliberately lets go of the hard 
lollies right on top of Jays face, and they crunch onto his 
face painfully as he lets out a loud wail, cursing Sophie to 
the moon and back as she cackles gleefully. 


I sit leaned against the corner of Xavier’s expensive 
leather couches nibbling on my chocolate as I watch my 
friends attack each other throwing candy at each other. It 
was alright, everything but my chocolate could be 
sacrificed in this bitter battle for revenge. 


And that is how Xavier finds us, my two friends rolling 
around shrieking in cold fury in the midst of a battle for the 


candy that lay neglected off to the side. He raised a brow 
as he looked at me nibbling on chocolate innocently as I 
watched my friends tear each other’s hair out, but he knew 
better than to ask. He walked towards me slowly, leaning 
down so that he was level with me. 


His peircing eyes gazed at me softly and after living a 
few days with him as a constant companion, I had gotten to 
deciphering all his expressions as Xavier Night was truly a 
man of few words. His intense gaze was questioning, 
worried, I shook my head gently mumbling out a small I’m 
fine and he visibly relaxes. I hold out a piece of chocolate to 
him, looking at him from between my lashes offering him a 
piece of my chocolate delicacy. My eyes widen as he bends 
Slightly, taking the chocolate between his teeth directly 
from my hand, his white teeth grazing my fingers softly, 
before he pulls back, chewing my chocolate smugly. My 
eyes widen as I stare at him, frozen and the corner of his 
red mouth tips up into a smirk. 


He cocks his head towards the stairs. I nod lightly telling 
him silently I understood he was going to change, still 
unwilling to look at him. He sidestepped the angry 
shrieking pile that I liked to call friends making his way up 
the stairs, and I stare after him, my hand still trembling 
slightly, only knocked out of my reverie when Jay lands on 
my foot crushing it. I hiss rubbing my foot as I glare at 
them. 


I sigh softly looking at Jay and Sophie they still hadn’t 
realized Xavier had come in. 
“Guys enough.” I tried telling them but they wouldn’t 
listen, my soft voice not helping my case. 
“Please stop acting like animals.” I tried, feeling like a 
hypocrite even as I spoke, but growing increasingly 
frustrated as all my attempts were ignored. 


“Xavier’s home.” I shrieked out and they jumped apart 
looking at me wide eyed before scrambling to get 
themselves in order. I turned back to my chocolate, smiling 
to myself, mission successful. 


“Then we should leave.” Sophie said, tugging on Jay, but 
Xavier’s deep husky voice resonated from where he stood 
in the hall. 

“There’s no need to leave.” He said firmly before walking 
off to the kitchen, Jay looked at me wide eyed as if seeking 
my approval and I shrugged at him not knowing what he 
wanted and Jay and Sophie scoffed. 

“Please it all comes down to what you want, that man is 
putty in your hands.” They whisper yell completely in sync 
creeping me out slightly, until their words settle in and a 
deep blush reddens my cheeks. I hide my face behind the 
chocolate not wanting to get into this argument when 
Xavier was just in the next room. 


Xavier walked back into the room and we all scrambled 
to take a seat on the couch wanting to appear mature and 
responsible. 

“Have you guys eaten?” He asked, and we all shook our 
heads at him mumbling out a small no, Jay’s stomach 
letting out a loud grumble backing up our statement. 


“Steak?” He asked slowly as if afraid we wouldn’t be able 
to comprehend his words if he spoke any faster. We all 
nodded, and he turned back towards the kitchen, his eyes 
holding slight bewilderment but also shining with 
amusement. 


“He cooks?” They shrieked at me at the same time and I 
jumped in my seat, nodding slightly confused as to why 
they were acting as if I told them he sleeps on a bed of 
human corpses. 


“Wow.” They whispered dreamily, and I sunk back into 
the couch now a little scared, they had been talking in sync 
for the past five minutes that could not be normal. 


“I’m gonna-.” I start but Xavier’s deep voice booms from 
the kitchen interrupting me. 
“Raine.” He calls out. 
“Go help him.” Sophie squeals nearly throwing me into the 
kitchen, and I walk wide eyed to the kitchen refusing to 
look back as I hear them giggle together. Apparently my 
doom brought them together. 


“Y-yes.” I ask softly and he turns towards me, my gaze 
falling to his forearms the sleeves of his navy collar shirt 
folded nearly to reveal his forearms, as they often did. He 
walked towards me slowly and I shuffled nervously, even 
after seeing him walk around muttering to himself holding 
numerous thermometers, I still found him intimidating. He 
took hold of my forearms gently, urging me to step closer 
but I stayed in my spot refusing to look up, until his finger 
came under my chin softly, his eyes searching. 

“Are you alright?” He asked and I looked up my eyes 
meeting his mesmerizing stormy gaze, and I nod softly. 


“Did you have fun?” He asks quietly, and a small smile 
covers my face as I look up at him, it was odd to see him 
saying normal things like fun, but sweet that he was 
making an effort to speak to me. 

“Yeah, you should watch a movie with us, I swear we aren’t 
as violent as we appear.” His lips quirk up a bit as his eyes 
fill with amusement, looking as if he was thinking of an 
inside joke he responds huskily. 

“IT can handle a little violence.” He tells me gently and I 
gulp looking down at his impressive muscled arms. 

“O-ok, s-so it’s settled.” I say shakily and he nods softly 
nuzzling the side of my face with his nose and I bite my lip 
pulling away from him blushing. 


“Sit with your friends, I’ll bring out the food.” He says 
but I shake my head surprising us both. 
“T’ll help you.” I tell him, side stepping him, trying to seem 
comfortable with my actions, even though I was surprising 
myself. I walked to the stove wide eyed, tenderly poking at 
the steak not knowing what to do. 


yy 


“Vegetables.” He offers gently looking amused at my 
awkward probing of the steak, and I nod relieved grabbing 
the tray of vegetables from him. 


We cook in silence, he finished the steak, the warm spicy 
aroma and the hiss of the sizzling meat making my mouth 
water as I chop the vegetables attempting to be artsy but 
failing miserably, my creativity extended strictly to baking 
and beverages only. 

“Done?” He asks gently and I nod putting down my knife 
looking up at him hoping the vegetables don’t look 
completely offending. He leans down, his eye taking over 
the tray before going up to meet my apprehensive gaze. 

“It looks great.” He whispers to me softly his minty breath 
blowing gently into my face, the scent of him fogging up my 
mind. I blink at him deliberately, as he takes the tray from 
me gently cocking his head gesturing for me to follow. I 
grab a tissue box not wanting to look completely useless 
trailing behind him as he effortlessly carries the large 
artfully arranged steaks, my messily cut veggies, bread and 
the utensils. 


We set the stuff down, and Xavier waits for us all to fill 
our plates before filling his own, frowning when he sees 
mine. He nudges my shoulder slightly looking deliberately 
at the steak, and I shake my head letting him know this was 
enough. 

“IT had a whole chocolate bar before this, the 600 grams 
one.” I disclose my cheeks flushing as he stares at me 
amused, but my face feels as if it’s on fire as he leans 


forward pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. He lets out a 
silent breathy chuckle as he leans his forehead against my 
own, nuzzling his nose to my own. 


“My crazy little Raine.” He mumbles gently and I pull 
away my cheeks still ablaze but I glare at him, only 
wondering how much I resembled an angry tomato, if there 
ever was one. I hear forks clang against plates and I jump 
only now remembering that Jay and Sophie are with us. 


Perhaps Xavier Night did make me just a little crazy. 


NS a Hello my little 
munchkins, I am so sorry about how long it’s been since I 
updated, I’m aware that this is very late and that I will burn 
in hell for this, but I hope you guys at least enjoyed it. I 
write for fun and exams aren’t fun but need to be prepared 
for, so I was a bit busy and just couldn’t find the inspiration 
to write before this but some of your comments were so 
sweet they inspired me. Though its summer now so 
inspiration is in the air, so hopefully I will update more 
although I do like winter more. Have a great night my 
lovelies. 


Chapter 30 


A loud sneeze escaped me as I stepped into the cafe, my 
nose red from walking in the cold and I cursed myself for 
stubbornly denying the ride Xavier had persistently offered 
me. We had argued for twenty minutes before he had finally 
relented letting out a low huff, as I smiled triumphantly his 
eyes softening as he looked at me grinning like a mad child. 
He had pressed a kiss to my forehead before taking my 
phone out of my pocket and checking if it was charged, and 
wrapping a thick scarf around my neck, he had wrapped it 
to cover my nose and only after I had given him the stink 
eye had he tugged it down, before he finally let me go. 
Despite the fact that I enjoyed the alone time, the cold had 
me sneezing continuously, and I was twenty minutes late 
which I was blaming on Xavier. 


“Cookie you’re here.” Cyrus called out to me spotting me 
from the back and I stumbled over to him, nearly falling 
onto him in my rush to give him a hug before I clocked in. 
He patted my head gently as I sniffled against his warm 
weak form. 

“Honey why didn’t you get a ride?” Cyrus questioned me 
softly, and I let out a huff before stomping over to the 
computer as Maggie and Cyrus watched me. 

“It’s like watching a bunny throw a tantrum.” Maggie 
whispered to Cyrus and they snickered quietly to each 
other as I turned around glaring at them menacingly. But 
that only resulted in their snickers turning to full blown 
guffaws, which I blamed completely on the ridiculously 
large scarf Xavier had put on me, and my nose’s inability to 
stay a normal human skin colour in the cold. 


I stomped towards the front mocking anger as Cyrus and 
Maggie giggled in the back bringing a small smile to my 
face as I began to brew coffee for the day. I deeply inhaled, 
adoring the smell of fresh coffee, but smelled something far 
more intoxicating, Xavier. I whirled around half expecting 
him to be standing there, my shoulders slumped as I 
realized he wasn’t. I looked down to he scarf, it must be 
his, no wonder it was so large. I bit my lip fighting the urge 
to dig my face in it, before finally giving in, I raised it up to 
my face revelling in his delicious cologne and most 
prominently that intoxicating scent that seemed to belong 
to Xavier alone. I nearly let out a yelp as a voice spoke 
behind me. Whirling around to see Maggie. 


“How is that gorgeous silver eyed man doing?” Maggie 
asked me resting on the counter as I set the baked goods in 
plates, trying to calm my breathing while acting nonchalant 
as if I wasn’t creepily sniffing a scarf. 

“Xavier?” I asked giggling at her name for him. 

“Yes him.” She says and Cyrus wheels himself over to us, 
the couple looking at me a slight smirk on their faces and I 
shake my head at the two gossip queens. 

“He’s doing good.” I say arranging the cookies and their 
faces drop. 

“Just good, that’s all we get after all this time we’ve spent 
with you?” They ask dramatically, and I sigh lightly turning 
towards them. 


“He-he’s fine, very comforting and easy to live with.” I 
tell them but they raise their brows at me eagerly waiting 
for more. 

“What’s he really like?” Maggie asks. 


“Well he’s overprotective, he’s a great cook, and did I 
mention protective he wrapped me in this huge scarf this 
morning and I had to argue with him for hours before he let 
me walk here on my own. He’s considerate and just very 


intense, it’s really intimidating, but then he does things like 
bake warm cookies, or make me hot cocoa.” I say letting 
out a small laugh as I remember him making hot cocoa for 
me. 


“He listens to everything I say as if it really matters to 
him, hangs on to my every word. He cares very deeply, he 
gave me a place in his own home because mine was broken 
into, and he ensures that I’m comfortable which reminds 
me, I need to start looking for an apartment.” I finish off 
and they look at each other before turning towards me soft 
smiles on their faces. 

“IT knew it.” Maggie whispers to Cyrus still unable to 
whisper without letting everyone in the room know what 
she’s said, and he nods at his wife. 


“Knew what?” I ask them suspiciously and they merely 
smirk before grabbing the cupcakes and beginning to set 
them in trays both slowly humming ’love is in the air.’ My 
eyes widen as I look at them, the smell of all the sugar over 
the years was catching up to them, their minds were 
getting a bit chaotic. I shake my head at the crazy couple 
before walking away from them. 


A family stumbles into the cafe shaking the snow out of 
their own hair, before ruffling it out of their little sons hair. 
The little brown haired boy peaks from behind his mothers 
shoulder looking around with large brown eyes that cover 
nearly his entire face. His eyes land on me and I fall in love 
with one glance, I laugh at his wondrous expression 
wiggling my fingers at him and he lets out a delighted 
giggle making grabby hands at me, and the parents turn 
around laughing at their son. 

“He likes you.” The mother tells me softly and I nod, with a 
smile. 


“He’s beautiful.” I tell them and they thank me as their 
little munchkin giggles amorously as if he knew we were 
talking about him. The parents stand beside the display of 
baked goods and the little brown eyed boy nearly tumbles 
from his mother’s arms as he reaches for the cookies his 
chubby little hands trying to grab at them through the 
glass. 


“A cookie, is that what you’d like?” I ask the little one 
softly and he looks at me with wide eyes, not completely 
understanding my words, before his grabby hands are 
aimed at me. He reaches out for me his little body 
squirming in his mother’s arms. 


“I’m sorry he’s never acted like this.” The mother tells 
me both parents cooing at their son, rubbing his back but 
he stares at me a pout on his little face, his big brown eyes 
getting watery. He reaches out for me again, and I look at 
the mother hesitating before asking. 


“May I?” I say gesturing to her son who wiggles in her 
hold as he sees me step towards them. She smiles at me 
softly, nodding her head before passing him over to me over 
the counter. 


I grab his little body cuddling his soft warm form to my 
chest, as he stares at me with big eyes his chubby little 
fists playing with the dark tendrils of my hair. He wiggles 
closer resting his chubby little face on my shoulder as he 
gazed up at me with his big coffee eyes. 

“I’m sorry you must be busy.” The father says but I shake 
my head. 


“If you don’t mind I would love to hold him, you guys 
could sit for a while without having to watch over him.” I 
offer hesitantly and their eyes brighten as they look at each 
other. 

“We shouldn’t trouble you.” They say but I shake my head 


calling for Maggie, and she comes out, looking at me 
surprised, but I shrug at her and she laughs before walking 
over to the couple and grabbing their drinks for them. 


“Would you like to help me bake?” I ask him softly and he 
gurgles at me softly, speaking to me in his own baby 
language and I struggle to understand. 

“You’re going to help me.” I ask him softly and he stares 
back, nodding his little head. 

“You're a helpful little baby aren’t you.” I coo at him and he 
mindlessly nods along, trying to grab at the peanut butter 
cookies. 


I press one of the icing bags into his hand, guiding his 
little hand to ice the cupcakes. He claps happily as we 
finish icing each cupcake nearly tumbling out of my arms in 
his glee, I press him closer to me and he snuggles his little 
face into the large scarf. 


The couple comes back, thanking me for taking care of 
little Toby, as they grab him back, and despite my protests 
leave a generous tip in the tip jar. I spend the rest of the 
day baking and making beverages for the many people that 
come. The day ends far before I’d like for it to, and my 
phone buzzes in my pocket. Xavier’s name shows up on the 
bright screen. 


“Hello.” I answer softly. 
“Raine.” He says and I bite into my lip waiting for him to go 
on. 
“I’m coming to pick you up love.” He says gently and I nod 
mindlessly before realizing he couldn’t see me. 
“Okay.” I answer and he lets out a breath of relief. 
“T’ll be there in five.” He breathes and I mumble a quick 
bye but he interrupts me. 
“Wait Raine.” He says in his deep husky voice. 
“Yes.” IT answer. 


“Could you get me a gingerbread latte on your way out?” 
He asks hesitantly and a small giggle escapes me. 

“Of course Xavier, with a chocolate cupcake?” I ask. 

“No it’s alright.” He mumbles in his deep voice somehow 
sounding almost shy. 

“T’ll see you in a bit.” I say still giggling, I would get the 
cupcake for him anyway. 

“Bye love.” He says softly. 


“Was it him?” Cyrus asks, a small smirk on his face and I 
scowl nodding my head. 


I grab the latte and cupcake for Xavier, quickly sneaking 
money into the till knowing Maggie would never let me pay 
if she knew, before clocking out. Cyrus calls my name 
gently and I go to him kneeling before him. He grabs my 
hand with one of his frail ones. 


“You know sometimes you remind me of Maggie when 

she was young, she also made me chase her.” He says and I 
go to interrupt him I wasn’t making anyone chase me, 
better yet nobody was chasing me. 
“Sometimes though you just have to trust your heart, don’t 
let your mind cloud your senses, our heart knows what’s 
best for us. We live the best life when we follow our heart.” 
He tells me patting my hand. 


“Is that what you and Maggie did, follow your hearts?” I 
ask. 
“It’s what’s brought us here cookie, led us to being as 
happy as we’ve been, going after Maggie, chasing her was 
the best decision I’ve ever made, if I’d listened to what 
people said, and myself I would have given up. For they 
both said she would never say yes, but she did, and here I 
am 50 years later, with my beautiful Maggie still by my 
side. So I’m asking you my precious little cookie to promise 
me, that you will listen to your heart. It’ll help me sleep at 


night knowing I set my little cookie up for success, you 
have bright things ahead of you, you just need to let them 
in. So promise me cookie.” He asks me, his wise eyes 
looking deeply within me, searching my own eyes for the 
truth. 

“T will.” I promise honestly. 

“I love you cookie.” He says a small grin on his face, and I 
smile back at him kissing his weathered cheek softly. 

“IT love you too Cyrus.” I tell him, before getting off my 
knees and walking out sparing him one last smile before I 
go, not disturbing Maggie as she helps a customer, only 
mouthing a small bye as I leave. 


Chapter 31 


I step out of the cafe to see Xavier’s familiar large black 

SUV waiting for me at the curb, with the owner leaned up 
against it. I walk towards him slowly, my cheeks turning a 
pink as I remember what had happened the last time Xavier 
had waited for me here. I shake my head trying to clear my 
thoughts as Xavier stares at me intently. 
“You kept the scarf on.” He says. His grey eyes are 
completely silver as he looks me over in my white coat, and 
his huge scarf, that nearly engulfs all of my upper half. The 
adoration they hold so intense that I couldn’t meet his 
gaze, despite how intricately beautiful those melted silver 
eyes are. 


“T-it’s comfortable.” I answer hesitantly nearly letting it 
slip out that I had kept it on because it smelled like him. I 
hand him the latte and cupcake, and he leans down to me 
pressing a soft kiss to my cheek, his hot very slightly 
chapped lips against my cold cheek causing them to redden 
further. He pulls away gently, grabbing my cold little hand 
in his, he leads me to the passenger seat opening the door 
for me and helping me in. He leans over me strapping my 
seatbelt on and I let out a small huff, making his lips quirk 
up in a small smirk as I glare at him. 


He makes his way over to his own seat after closing my 
door, getting in he grabs his latte taking a long sip. 
“It’s delicious, thank you baby.” He says and my eyes widen 
at the endearment, and I mumble a small no problem trying 
to hide my flaming cheeks. 


“Raine would it be alright if a few people joined us for 
dinner tonight?” He asks, and I look at him wondering why 


he was asking me, I was just a guest after all. 

“Of course, it is your house.” I say. He didn’t need to ask 
permission, admittedly my stay was longer than an average 
guest, Xavier was just such a gentleman. I smiled to myself, 
they still existed. 

“It’s yours too now love.” He says, his voice leaving no 
room for argument. 

“Well I have no problem with that.” I say and he looks at 
me as we pull up to a stop light. I just fervently hoped I 
wouldn’t embarrass him with how much of an awkward 
turtle I could be. His large warm calloused hand reaches up 
to cup my cheek softly. 

“Alright.” He says warmly. His eyes gaze me over longingly 
before the light turns green and unwillingly he lets go of 
me, putting the car back in gear he drives off. 


“Snapadoodles.” I mumble under my breath realizing I’d 

forgotten my phone charger at work. Xavier turns to me, 
his grey eyes filling with amusement before he lets out a 
husky warm chuckle. Unbuckling my belt he wounds an 
arm around my waist tightly, pulling me over to him making 
me let out a loud squeal. 
“Snapadoodles really Raine, you don’t even swear?” He 
whispers into my hair as he coddles my form to his large 
one, resting me into his lap. His large arms wrapping 
around me as he holds me to him, the car stopped in front 
of the house. 


“Snapadoodles is aé_ perfectly adequate phrase for 
expressing frustration.” I say to him, pushing lightly 
against his chest but his arms tighten as he chuckles again, 
nuzzling his face into my hair. 


“You look better in my scarf then I do.” He tells me softly, 
and subconsciously I mumble I highly doubt that. He raises 
a brow at me, silently arguing my statement. Before 
leaning back into me and nuzzling his nose into my cheek. 


“It’s very soft, and warm.” I tell him, looking up into his 
grey eyes framed with thick black lashes, that rest against 
his smooth tan skin when he blinks. 


“You're soft.” He says nuzzling his face into my own, the 
stubble tickling into my skin, and I squirm in his arms. 
Despite his muscled physique, he was actually very comfy 
and snuggly, quite a delight to sit on after a long shift at the 
cafe. 


“And so beautiful.” He mumbles his voice husky, and low. 
His legs push me up closer into his firm warm chest and he 
deeply inhales, his face digging into the soft skin of my 
throat. 

“L-lets go inside.” I suggest softly my heart thudding in my 
chest at his proximity. 


He sighs softly resting his forehead against mine. 
“As you wish love.” He mumbles softly wrapping me up in 
his arms, he opens the door, getting out with me still in his 
arms. 
“Xavier put me down.” I say, and he shakes his head. 


“You decide to go inside, I decide how.” He says his eyes 
filled with amusement as they search my own to see if it 
was alright, and I huff, childishly turning my face away 
from him. Although it didn’t do much good as he teasingly 
hiked me further up into his chest. It was quite impressive 
how he managed to open the door while holding me. Finally 
he sets me down, although it made me frown as I realize he 
wasn’t winded at all. I lifted a bag of milk for a few 
moments and it had me on my knees panting, and I was 
definitely heavier than a bag of milk. 


“Why don’t you rest, I’ll cook.” He says and I nod. I 
would have argued, he too had just returned from work, 
but it was futile, I was hopeless when it came to cooking. 
Especially his professional chef like precision would only be 


disturbed by my presence. I climb up the stairs yanking off 
my coat, and gently resting the scarf on a couch before 
falling into bed. I dig my face into the pillow succumbing to 
my exhaustion. A small smile on my face as I fall asleep, 
thinking about a beautiful pair of silver eyes. 


“Raine.” A husky voice calls as the fog begins to clear. 
“Love wake up.” The voice says. Warm calloused hands 
take a gentle grip of my face repositioning it until it rests 
on a warm hard surface. I groan snuggling my cheek 
deeper into the warm pillow. 

Large hands gently massage my head as a small sigh 
escapes me, the large fingers rubbing against my skull, 
warming up my skin. 


I open my eyes slowly, letting out a yawn, blowing out my 
hair from my mouth, and my gaze meets a thick knit black 
sweater. My eyes widen, I had slept on creme silk pillows 
not a black sweater. My gaze slowly travels up, to see the 
thick sweater expanding over a broad chest finally ending 
as a v-neck. Revealing smooth tan skin, stretched over a 
well defined collar bone, connected with a thick neck to a 
sharp sculpted jaw covered by slight stubble. Plump pouty 
red lips, a slightly crooked nose, and finally the silver eyes 
that confirm my frightening doubts. My head rested on 
Xavier’s expensive jean clad thigh as I had snuggled my 
face into his thick black sweater covered muscled stomach. 
He massaged my head lightly as he cooed for me to wake, 
and I being the idiotic deep sleeper I was, had been 
snuggling into his abdominal muscles like a deranged 
kitten. 


I shoot away from him mumbling apologies as he stares 
at me curiously, his silver gaze following my every 
movement, taking in every inch of my horrifyingly sleep 
ridden form. Looking at me as if I were some priceless 


piece from an art exhibit, and not the post-nap monster I 
actually was. 


“IT wouldn’t have woken you, but you haven’t eaten.” He 
tells me softly, his hand going up to gently tuck a wild curl 
away from my face. I had silky wavy hair that went 
absolutely chaotic when I slept. I usually woke up looking 
like I’d gone through a tornado, and not survived. 


“Thank you, I just, I’m sorry for assaulting you.” I say 
mumbling the last part, and his eyes fill with amusement. 
“I made something for you to eat.” He says getting off the 
bed, going to walk out of my room and I let myself fall back 
on the bed as he nears the door. I press a pillow into my 
face in embarrassment, peaking from beneath it when he 
turns back towards me standing in the doorway. 


“Just for future reference Raine, you can assault me 
anytime you want.” He says in his deep husky voice, his 
grey eyes shining with amusement as he walks out leaving 
me with bright red flaming cheeks, wide eyes, and of 
course my mouth agape. 


Chapter 32 


I wandered into the kitchen fiddling with my fingers as I 
walked. His heated stare burned into me and I nervously 
tucked my hair behind my ear, peeking up at him. 


“Are you hungry?” He asks slowly, and I shake my head 
quickly. 
“T want to help.” I say lifting my chin up, knowing he was 
going to decline but I was ready. Staying in this home and 
letting him do all the work was starting to eat away at me. 
Admittedly I was incapable of performing simple household 
tasks without injuring myself and the ones foolish enough 
to stay close, but under surveillance I would be fine. I peer 
at Xavier waiting for his reaction, a clear rejection but what 
I see has me scoffing in distaste. His grey eyes dance with 
amusement and clear joy as he stares at me, his lips 
twitching up slightly. 


“I don’t currently wish to see my house burn.” He says 
his husky deep voice soft as he stares at me, his eyes 
running over me, making me flush. Was I not dressed 
appropriately? Admittedly I had dressed in a hurry but I 
didn’t own inappropriate things. 


“It won't, I promise I just really want to help.” I say my 
lips jutting out involuntarily and his eyes linger on them for 
a moment as he walks closer to me. 

“Okay.” He says looking slightly dazed and I frown about to 
retort before his reply sinks in, he was letting me, even 
after last time. I had insisted to help before as well, Xavier 
had declined so when he went out I had taken it upon 
myself to clean. Not being familiar with the house, I had 
somehow managed to shove his wooden broom, the only 


one I could find into the fireplace while trying to get the 
ash off from around it. Xavier had come home to the not so 
sweet sight of me holding a broom that just so happened to 
be on fire. Safe to say his acceptance was quite 
unexpected. 


“You can help me cook.” He says, and I nod happily, 
rushing upto the pot but his arm swings around my waist 
holding me back. 

“Not that close love.” He says and I glare at him. 

“T used to live alone, I am quite capable of being near a 
stove without bursting into flames.” I say trying to put 
more emphasis on my glare, and his lips twitch again 
making me groan. I really do wish I looked more menacing 
when angry. How nice it would be to be one of those lucky 
people who could ignite fear in others with just one angry 
glare. Try as I might most people found amusement in my 
anger. 


“T really don’t know how you survived this long.” He tells 
me quietly and I attempt to imitate his infamous glare, the 
clenched jaw and furrowed brows. But it doesn’t seem to 
work too well as he leans down pressing a kiss to the 
corner of my lips making me squeal embarrassingly. For 
some my anger brought out amusement, apparently with 
Xavier Night it invoked affection. 


“You’re wearing my shirt.” He whispers in my ear pulling 
me closer by my waist. The slight stubble on his jaw 
rubbing against the soft skin of my cheek making me 
quiver. Looking down I see that indeed in my haste I had 
pulled on the shirt he had given me the first day I’d arrived 
instead of one of my own. I gulp audibly attempting to pull 
away, resting my hands on the wide expanse of his chest, 
my fingers dig into the soft material of the black sweater he 
wears completely forgetting my objective as my fingers 


touch the material. My mother always did say I had the 
attention span of a walnut. 


“It’s so soft.” I gasp quietly, spreading my fingers wide 
over the sweater that covers his chest. My pale fingers 
sinking into the soft thick material. I look up at him with 
wide eyed and he gazes down at me through his lidded soft 
grey eyes. 

“T use to have pyjamas like this.” I tell him playing with the 
seams of his sweater, his warm large arm still wrapped 
tightly around my waist. 

“You can have it.” He says, nuzzling his nose into my cheek. 
“N-no it’s yours.” I stutter my heart thudding erratically in 
my chest, and I mentally scold it to behave. Only realizing 
after he lets out a deep quiet chuckle that I said it out loud, 
and I blush deeply. 


“T love it when you blush.” He says trailing the back of 
his index finger on my cheek making them turn a deeper 
scarlet. 

“It’s involuntary.” I mumble gnawing on my lip as I stare up 
at him, my hair forming a halo around us. 

“It’s beautiful.” He says sighing slightly. 

“C-cooking?” I suggest knowing that there was no way I 
could get out of his hold unless I distracted him. 

“I’m done actually.” He tells me. 

“But you said I could help you cook.” I say distraught. 


“You can accompany me while I pour everything out.” He 
says and my jaws drops, just accompany, he didn’t think I 
was competent enough to even pour a dish. 

“IT am quite capable of pouring something out.” I snap, and 
he leans his face close to mine making my glare drop and 
my eyes widen, as alarms went off in my head, our lips 
were too close, much too close. 

“I know, but you shouldn’t have to.” He says softly his gaze 
still solely on my lips. 


“B-but I want to.” I murmur my anxiety levels rising at 
his intense gaze. 
“Why?” He asks his voice husky and deep. 
“T like helping.” I squeak, trying not to fall into my nervous 
rambling but giving up as I feel myself implode. 
“IT feel useless I do absolutely nothing it’s like I’m a 
freeloader, which is horrible you know my parents taught 
me better then that. What would they say if they knew I 
hadn’t done a single thing since I got here, well my dad 
would probably have a heart attack as soon as I told him I 
was living with a man that wasn’t Jay, before I could even 
get to the chores part.” I start but he suddenly tugs me off 
my chair, sitting in it himself and depositing me in his lap, 
his quick movements giving me whiplash as I struggle to 
follow, but end up staring at him with my mouth agape. 
“Continue.” He says his large hands softly stroking my 
back. 


“I-I what?” I say pathetically completely forgetting what I 
was talking about. 
“Am I just some man?” He asks me quietly leaning down so 
that he could look directly at me. 
“No you’re Xavier Night.” I mumble stupidly. 
“To you Raine, am I just some man?” He clarifies and my 
heart stops, as I look into his mesmerizing grey eyes, the 
silver had turned into a sad soft grey that had my heart 
melting and I shake my head. 


“What am I to you?” He asks pulling me impossibly 
closer. 
“T-I don’t know.” I say, biting into my lip. 
“IT don’t want to be just some man to you Raine.” He says 
turning his face away from me. 
I rest my hands on his face, tugging it so that he was facing 
me. 
“You’re not, you can’t be.” I say softly, still trying to put a 


name to what he was to me in my own head. His eyes start 
to clear and I mentally sigh in relief, were all men so easy 
to please? The bell rings knocking me out of my thoughts, 
alerting us of our guests’ arrival. 


“IT need to change.” I say, and he wraps his arms tighter 
around me, glaring in the direction of the door as if that 
would get the people to go away. 

“We could just not open the door.” He says completely 
serious. 

“They’ll go away.” He whispers pulling me against his chest 
and hunching himself over me, so my back is completely 
covered by him, reminding me eerily of a protective cat. 


“No, Xavier open the door while I change.” I say 
struggling to pull out of his hold and coming to stand in 
front of him. His plump lips form an adorable pout, hands 
engulfing my hips to tug me close, and I fight to control my 
squeal. Fixing my glare I stare into his eyes, and after a 
minute of incessant glaring it seems I win. He lets out a 
sigh letting his gaze soften but there is mischief in those 
grey eyes that has me weary. 


“What?” I ask looking at him sceptically. 

“You want me to open the door?” He asks and I nod 
frantically. 

“Well then you’re going to have to give me something in 
return.” He says pointedly turning his cheeks towards me 
and I stare at him in confusion before realizing what he 
wants and my jaw drops. This conniving oversized house 
cat how dare he? 


“T-uh.” I stuttered but he simply pulled me closer. I let 
out a huff in frustration, attempting to mask my nerves, 
there was no way of getting out of this without giving him 
what he wants. I leaned forward slowly pressing a deep 
kiss into his smooth tan cheek, before pulling away my face 


completely red. He turned to me his eyes soft, a 
mesmerizing silver, adoration clear in them. I tugged away 
from him and he let me go, seemingly dazed. 
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Hello my lovelies. I don’t believe yee ever mentioned it in 
this book but I love you all. You really make me very happy, 
especially you commenters who wrote those super sweet 
comments that make my heart melt but even you silent 
readers. I love you all, so if any of you ever need somebody 
to talk to, feel free to message me I will get back to you as 
soon as possible. Have a nice night. 


Chapter 33 


I dashed up the stairs as I heard Xavier open the door. 
Rushing into my room I pulled it into a makeshift bun I 
hurried into the washroom, washing my face before blindly 
stumbling into the closet. I really should have asked Xavier 
what to wear. I could always pretend to simply be running 
late if not dressed appropriately. I had used that trick a lot 
in high school with my parents, I always dressed too casual 
when they wanted to go out, so to avoid being made fun of 
I’d pretend to be late. Although I seriously doubted they 
bought my excuse after the second time I’d used it. 


I pulled out a soft cashmere sweater, yanking it over my 
head before changing into a pair of thick dark leggings. I 
took a deep breath turning towards the large mirror, giving 
myself a once over, my cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright 
with the adrenalin of getting ready so quickly. I let my hair 
out of the bun watching the brown waves tumble onto my 
back, I really did need a haircut. 


I rushed out closing my door on my way out, trying to 
quietly make my way down down the stairs. I took a deep 
breath patting down my sweater before walking into the 
sitting room from where I could hear deep voices speaking, 
and the raspy tone of a powerful female voice. Sat on 
Xavier’s large couch were two large men and a stunning 
women, situated closely to the dark haired man that looked 
strangely familiar. Xavier stood from his spot making his 
way over to me. His eyes travelling over me, and he gave 
me a reassuring nod when I raised a brow. 


“You look beautiful.” He mumbles in my ear quietly, his 
warm breath caressing against my skin gently making 


goosebumps raise on my skin, and I shivered pulling my 
hands back into the sleeves of my sweater. 


“This is Raine, Raine that is Cole, and you may 
remember James, and this is his wife Alia.” James offered 
me a small smile in recognition, his wife gazing at me 
curiously, while Cole the auburn haired one with the steely 
blue eyes simply stared before averting his gaze. The 
woman was absolutely stunning, seemingly tall with smooth 
mocha skin and dark eyes, her tight curly hair framing her 
sharp face. She was dressed immaculately in a pale pink 
pencil skirt paired with a soft looking white sweater, it was 
quite obvious as to why her husband couldn’t look away 
from her. I could barely look away from her. 


I took a seat on the couch next to the couple. 
“Hello Raine.” James said to me kindly and I smiled at him 
mumbling a small hi. 
“I’m sorry about what happened to your home.” The woman 
says and I look up, at her. 
“Its alright at least no one was hurt.” I say quietly. 
“Yet.” The woman murmurs and I look at her confused, who 
was going to be hurt, but they simply look at Xavier who 
discreetly shakes his head at them. 


“I’ve seen you at your cafe before.” She says, and I look 
up smiling at her. 
“IT work there, for a really nice elderly couple.” I tell her 
and she smiles at me. She turns to her husband mumbling 
something to him and he grins at her softly. Xavier walks 
back into the sitting room till he’s right in front of me. 
“Dinner’s ready love.” He tells me quietly holding a hand 
out for me, he helps me up. He tugged me into him and I 
struggled to not hit straight into his chest, perhaps he 
didn’t understand his own strength. Xavier cocked his head 
towards the dining room and lead me there by my hand, the 
others slowly trailing behind us. 


He lead us into his dining room the dark oak furniture 
never failed to amaze me, even though I didn’t know much 
about interior design, I couldn’t help but appreciate it. 
Xavier pulled out a chair for me and I smiled at him in 
gratitude, settling myself down onto it. He pushed it in 
after me, before sitting down right beside me. Alia pulled 
out a seat right next to me, while James and Cole sat across 
from us, James sweetly stroking Alia’s hand. He looked at 
her with so much love it made my heart clench, they were 
beautiful together. Xavier passed me the cheesy tilapia 
knowing well that I loved it, and I smiled at him pouring 
myself a generous helping. 


Cole stared at me intently as we ate, making me slightly 
uncomfortable. Alia and I chattered as we ate, she was one 
of the nicest people I had met, and James agreed with 
everything his wife said. They were such a perfect couple if 
made me happy just to watch them interact with one 
another. Xavier grabbed a hold of my hand as we ate and 
refused to let it go, eventually I had given up trying, at 
least his hands were warm. 

“Xavier told us about the man that attacked you outside of 
the cafe.” Alia says and my mood sobers. 


“Yeah it made me reconsider getting self defence 

classes.” I tell her and she opens her mouth to speak but 
Xavier interrupts her. 
“Not like she needs them his nose was just blood and flesh 
by the time I got there.” He says a slight smirk on his lips 
and I flush at the pride in his grey eyes. It makes a little 
goofy grin of my own form on my face. 


“But if you hadn’t gotten there that’s just what she would 
be.” A new voice says, and we all turn towards Cole, my 
eyes wide, my smile having dropped as quickly as it had 
appeared. Xavier let go of my hand, choosing to grip the 
edge of the table instead, his hands clenching painfully. 


“But I did and she’s fine.” Xavier growls out, glaring 
menacingly at Cole, his soft grey eyes dark and stormy. 
“She wouldn’t be if you didn’t happen to be passing by.” 
Cole says sounding strained. 

“Do you have a problem with it?” Xavier asks leaning into 
the table now. 

“No it’s just pathetic that you do, that you’re so caught up 
in some little girl that you’ve been ig—” Cole says 
interrupted by James. 


“That’s enough Cole.” James says putting his hand 
warningly on his shoulder. 
“Get him out.” Xavier growls and James gets up intending 
to haul out Cole but he snapped as soon as James touched 
him, flinching harshly away from him grip. Getting up from 
the table, he fixed his collar, taking a deep breath before 
turning to look at Xavier. 
“I’m sorry.” Cole says to Xavier sending me a cold glare 
that has me near trembling, before he stalked out, leaving 
his plate untouched and the atmosphere tense. 


“Are you ok?” Xavier asked turning to me and I nodded 
my head frantically, the memory of his glare still very clear 
in my mind. 

“I’m fine.” I said as he continued to stare at me intently. 
“I’m sorry for him, he’s not upset with you he just doesn’t 
appreciate my work ethic at the moment.” Xavier said and I 
nodded, was I stopping him from working? I’d thought he 
went to work regularly. 

“T understand.” I mumbled. 


“We are going to get going.” James said, holding a hand 
out to his wife, he helped her up and then into her coat. 
Xavier and I too stand up. 

“It was really nice meeting you Raine.” Alia said pulling me 
in for a hug. 
“You too.” I said smiling. 


“It was nice seeing you again Raine.” James said, walking 
away from Xavier who I only now realize he had been 
quietly speaking to. 

“Goodnight.” Alia said to Xavier and I as they left. 


I stayed in the dining room as Xavier locked them out. 
He walked back to me, setting himself back into the chair 
beside me, still looking tense. 

“I’m sorry.” He said again, and I turned to him reaching for 
his large hand I held it between the both of mine. 

“Your night is completely ruined.” He said quietly. 

“It doesn’t have to be.” I said softly and he peered up at me 
from his thick dark lashes, confused. 


“Let’s watch a movie, oh and ice cream, ice cream fixes 
everything.” I said sliding off my chair and tugging on his 
large hand to get him to follow me. He didn’t budge for a 
while, but I stayed incessant and finally he caved, letting 
me drag him into his living room. I deposited him onto his 
couch and ran away ignoring his calls for me. I ran to the 
freezer grabbing the lovely tub of Haagen Dazs and two 
spoons I rushed back. Handing both to him I grabbed the 
remote before flipping myself on the couch beside him 
staying silent when he dragged me closer, as I searched for 
movies. I settled on a promising looking comedy before 
opening the tub of double chocolate ice cream and handing 
Xavier a spoon before digging in. 


I tried to control my laughter as I sat beside a silent 
Xavier but eventually it came bubbling out. I laughed 
loudly, my eyes crinkling and nearly tearing up as I caved in 
on myself hoisting my knees up, holding onto my stomach 
as I laughed. I peered over at Xavier to see him staring at 
me with his mesmerizing silver eyes filled with a heart 
melting adoration. 


His arm wrapped around me and he tugged me into his 
side, perhaps I wasn’t holding the ice cream close enough. 
I looked at him to see his spoon still bare, unthinkingly I 
grab it from him dipping it into the tub and holding it upto 
his lips. He smiled softly leaning forward, wrapping his lips 
around the spoon before pulling away leaving the spoon 
clean. Xavier leaned closer to me, pressing a cold kiss to 
my forehead, that had me giggling and squirming. But 
unfortunately that only makes him press more cold kisses 
to my face as his arm tightened around my waist, pulling 
me even closer. I fought to get out of his hold, away from 
his cold red plump lips. 

“Stop it.” I squealed. 

“Let go.” I said wiggling in his firm hold, but his lips 
twitched up and he pulled me even closer holding eye 
contact with me as he leant down closer to me. 

“Never.” He whispered. 


Chapter 34 


“Raine come here.” He commanded, his expression 
completely stern as he stared at me but I shook my head 
clutching onto the bag tightly peering up at him from 
beneath my lashes. I took a small step back, the late 
autumn leaves crunching beneath my feet, the sweet 
crinkling resounding in the tense frigid air that we stood in. 


“You can’t do this to me Raine.” He said biting into his 
lower lip in frustration, but he was wrong this had to be 
done. He was wrong, truly it wasn’t his fault, but he would 
ruin it. 


“We bought that cotton candy together Raine and I 
swear to god if you take another step I will jump on you. I 
will get the bag, and I will eat all of it myself.” Jay yells, 
taking a threatening step towards me. 


“But you always slobber all over it, it’s not fun or 
hygienic to share cotton candy with you. You’re incapable 
of keeping it dry and away from your saliva.” I said but Jay 
lurched forward grabbing the container from me. He 
smiled at me in victory as he stuck his face in the container 
making me groan as he tore a large chunk off of the pretty 
pink cotton candy. The soft blue underneath turning a 
darker shade from the direct contact with the liquids in his 
pie whole. 


“It’s all yours.” I say sadly turning away from him but he 
wraps an arm around me pulling me into him smiling at me 
hugely. Soggy cotton candy remains showing from between 
his white teeth making me cringe. 


“Roller coaster?” He asks as we walk and I loom at the 
rickety wooden figure that a small cart ran over carrying 
screaming children. Every year just before the harshest 
winter started there was a carnival, with great cotton 
candy but very unsafe rides. Although the fact that they 
wouldn’t pass any safety check at all didn’t seem to bother 
anyone in town besides Sophie who refused to join us. The 
rest seemed more then happy to wait in long lines to risk 
their lives and limbs for a few moments of adrenalin, 
including me. 


In a small town like this a carnival meant most 
establishments were closed, and yet Xavier had told me he 
had business to attend to this morning. But even then he 
had made me waffles before leaving his home pressing a 
quick kiss to my forehead as he left. The crowd parted as 
the back of the same well tailored grey suit passed from 
between them that had pressed against my chair this 
morning as Xavier set hot Belgian waffles on my plate. 
People pressed their children behind them, looking at each 
other with wide eyes as hushed whispers rang through the 
crisp cold air. What work could a feared business man have 
at a carnival, I made to go after him, when a smooth male 
voice stopped me. 


“Raine do you think my hips are too wide?” Jay asked 

and I frowned looking over at him,l. He stared down at his 
hips his two hands resting on them testing out their 
expanse before looking up at me with panic filled eyes. 
“No of course not Jay.” I said straining to look through the 
once again widely dispersed crowds, cursing my short 
stature and Jay’s odd mind. It seemed he had already 
disappeared perhaps I was imagining things, but there 
really was no one else in this town that the crowd parted 
for, or who was intimidatingly tall and broad and wore well 
tailored suits. 


“T really think they are, maybe that’s why I’m single.” Jay 

mumbled, pursing his lips looking disgruntled before 
looking up at me through those big childish candy apple 
eyes that made me want to wrap him up into a little box 
and store him away from the cruel world. 
“T think you look great Jay, you’re just too much for most to 
handle, but there’s somebody out there for you.” I say 
softly and his eyes brighten as he grins at me stuffing more 
cotton candy into his mouth chattering happily again, 
attracting the attention from the people around us. 


“Don’t these people have lives why are all these 
imbeciles packed into here.” Jay groaned loudly getting 
impatient after only a few minutes. I tried to slap my hand 
over his mouth but it was too late. Groups of grumpy 
impatient people turned towards us, and I gulped as a little 
old lady let out a loud snarl. Jay was definitely going to get 
beaten, but they probably weren’t gonna let me go 
unscathed either, after all I was the accomplice. 


“Shut up Jay.” I hissed trying to give the people a smile 

but they weren’t buying it. Some of them turned around 
only to turn right back around as Jay opened his big mouth 
again. 
“I mean most of these people have been coming for years, 
crowding this carnival unnecessarily with their grump 
sweaty selves. God it smells like somebody died in here, 
how are they sweating so much when its so cold.” Jay said 
and I covered my face with my hands, nobody had died in 
here yet but two people were about to. A few people let out 
hisses, Jay only now realizing the predicament we were in 
as he turned around his green eyes going wide as he stared 
at the angry crowd. Letting out a small oh shit he turned 
towards me, panicked. 


“Raine handle this.” He squeaked and my eyes widened, 
the dreadful coward, he was the one who cursed at the 


impatient cold people in line and now he wanted me to 
calm them down or suffer their wrath. 

“You dooshmcninnygog how dare you, you are going to 
clean up the mess you made yourself.” I hissed at him. 


“But you’re the cute one with the big brown eyes and the 
petite fragile looking body, and the great coffee making 
skills, most of these barbarians probably know you from the 
cafe.” He said making my eyes widen at his poor choice of 
words, realization dawning in his eyes as the hazardous old 
lady grips the back of his coat harshly. Her middle aged 
children flanked behind her like peacock feathers in their 
brightly coloured coats. 


“Who you calling barbarians pretty boy?” Grandma 
growled turning him around to face her and Jay chuckles 
nervously attempting to pull out of her tight grip but failing 
to do so. I cleared my throat softly as I choked on air 
making her menace filled glare turn on me making my eyes 
widen as I broke out into a fit of coughs. 


“You’re the girl who works at the cafe aren’t you?” She 
asked suddenly her eyes turning soft as she let Jay loose 
pushing him forward purposely, making him stumble into 
her children. 

“You make great tea and scones dear.” She said softly and I 
smiled at her in gratitude mumbling out a small thank you 
leaving out the the fact that Cyrus made the scones. 


“But it’s best not to keep friends as sour as that lemon 
we put in our tea.” She said her lip pulling back slightly 
over her teeth as she stares at Jay. She smiled at me softly 
bidding me a goodnight as she went to stand in front of us 
again making sure to bump into Jay on her way making him 
let out a oomph. 


“Granny’s crazy.” Jay said rubbing his shoulder but I 
yank him away before the nice family could turn around to 


show us just how much endurance and strength they had 
built up over the years clinging on for dear life to these 
rickety roller coasters. 


“You’re an idiot.” I told him whacking him on the back of 

his head and he rubbed his head and shoulder glaring at 
me. 
“This whole town is crazy, grannies are hulk in disguise, 
doe eyed baristas are violent and they both team up to 
injure innocent civilians.” Jay said trying to look innocent 
but failing miserably. His candy apple green eyes always 
seemed to glint with childish mischief as adorable as it was, 
it most definitely was not innocent, Jay was anything but 
innocent. 


“You need to learn to keep your opinions to yourself.” I 
told him sternly glaring at him and his head flew up to 
rebuttal my apparently offensive statement. 

“It’s not my fault granny was crazy, I was just stating 
facts.” Jay said and I let out a huff turning away from him. 
He was hopeless. 


We headed over to the few remaining rides, Jay squealing 
shrilly as we pass a carousel, pleading with me furiously 
until I agree to go on it. We lined up amongst the many 
young children waiting in line, their parents looking at us 
weird from the sidelines, until we finally get on. Jay let out 
loud hoots and shrill happy screams as I attempted to 
console the scared children near him to keep them from 
crying as the weirded out parents now glared at us in 
anger. 


I dragged Jay away from the rides with the promise of 
arcade games and candy if he behaves. Still scolding him I 
come to a complete standstill as I feel a tap on my shoulder 
and hear snickers in the distance. A young teenage boy 
stood behind me, his lanky thin arms pressed deeply into 


the pockets of low hanging jeans as he smirks at me, 
although his light blue eyes look panicked and nervous. 


I tilted my head curiously wondering what this boy could 
possibly want from me? He opened his mouth and me and 
Jay wait patiently, my eyes widening as a small squeak 
comes out before the boy cleared his throat trying again. 
“Hey shawty can you buy me and my friends a couple of 
beers, the dude over at the chicken stand refuses to give us 
some.” He says and my mouth hangs open as I stare at the 
boy, his blue eyes now expectant as if I was supposed to 
just bound over and happily buy them beers. 

“Y-you what?” I asked completely appalled this boy couldn’t 
be over 14. 

“We will pay you.” He clarified as if that’s what the obstacle 
was Standing between me and buying children alcohol. 

Jay looked at me trying to hold in his laugh. He called me 
shawty I mouthed to him absolutely appalled by the kids 
choice of words, I was much older then him, what 
happened to having some manners. 


I had read a misbehaving puppy training book once, 
misbehaved human children couldn’t be that far off, I 
needed to assert my dominance, keep an intimidation 
factor. I was many things but unfortunately intimidating 
just wasn’t one of those despite how much I tried, but 
Xavier was. 


I furrowed my brows, closing my mouth sealing it into a 
line before biting the inside of my cheek to attain that 
displeased purse, accidentally crossing my eyes as I tried to 
perfect the purse of my lips, but slip ups were allowed 
weren't they. I furrowed my brows squaring my shoulders, 
readying myself to better this child’s life. 

“You are much too young to be drinking, alcohol has taken 
its toll on many lives, you don’t want to be one of those at 
such a young age, so don’t do it, it’s bad, no drinking.” I 


finished off feeling quite proud. The boy stared at me 
blankly. 

“So you’re not gonna buy us the beers?” He asked slowly 
and I frowned, had I not made that clear? 

“No, no I will not.” I snapped and he shrugged walking 
back to his friends. 


“Are you trying to look like Xavier Night?” Jay asked 
suddenly and I turned towards him before realizing I hadn’t 
dropped the terrifying Xavier glare yet. 

“No.” I said shaking my head. 

“Yes you are.” Jay persisted. 

“I’m just a scary person.” I say trying to look convincing, 
standing so that I’d look larger. 

“You’re about as scary as a declawed kitten and that’s a 
horridly adorable version of Xavier Nights infamous glare.” 
“IT don’t know what you’re talking about.” I said inwardly 
frowning, I thought I did pretty good what did he mean 
horrid, and I wasn’t a cat or a young cat for that matter, I 
was a very intimidating human. 

“Yes you do.” Jay said a wicked smirk on his face, he was 
enjoying this. 

“Just admit it.” He pressed and I cracked mumbling a small 
fine, Jay wouldn’t let this go until I admit it. 

“Why?” Jay asked attempting to sound serious. 

“To look scary.” I mumbled under my breath. 

“I didn’t hear you.” He teased leaning closer cupping his 
ear, and I frowned but repeated it louder appeasing the 
candy apple eyed monster. 


“Hey is that Mr.Night?” Jay asked suddenly pointing 
behind me as we walked and I whirled around disappointed 
to see only a family playing a game the mother looking 
completely confused as to why I stared at them. I waved at 
her awkwardly turning back to Jay huffing at him in anger 
stomping away. 


“T knew it.” Jay said. 

“Knew what?” I grumbled. 

“You think he’s pretty.” Jay said and I turn to him 
scrunching up my nose, who called a 6’4 man with a 
menacing glare but enthralling silver eyes pretty. But that 
was what we called a crush ever since Sophie had 
accidentally called her boyfriend pretty in consolation when 
he confessed to loving her, to tease her we called liking 
somebody, thinking somebody was pretty, and eventually it 
had just stuck. 


“I do not.” I said knowing well what Jay meant, the ninny 
thought I had a crush on him. 
“You're blind.” Jay said. 
“You’re a ninny.” I argued back, turning away from him, 
stomping angrily towards the sweets stand, purchasing a 
chocolate bar and biting angrily into it. 
“Raine.” A deep husky voice called, and I let out an 
irritated chuckle. 
“Really, Jay now you’re impersonating him, I told you I do 
not think he is pretty, he is not pretty, not at all.” I said 
turning back towards Jay struggling with the horribly 
designed packaging of the chocolate. I looked up from the 
chocolate letting out a satisfied ha in victory as I managed 
to lower the wrapped further, only for it to drop as my eyes 
meet the horribly familiar melted silver pair encased in 
thick black lashes. 


“Who’s not pretty?” Xavier asked stepping closer to me 
grabbing my now cold empty hands in his larger ones 
warming them up. 

“Jay’s big toe, it’s not pretty in this cold weather it gets 
very dry and flaky.” I blurted out quickly, not knowing what 
else to say, Jay’s mouth hung open in shock, his hand 
resting on his chest as he looked at me appalled. He 
readies himself to defend his pretty big toe but I glared at 


him shaking my head, as Xavier looks down at me his head 
tilted to the right in confusion, looking like an overgrown 
wolf pup. 


“W-when’d you get here?” I asked shakily trying to 
distract him so that he wouldn’t figure out that we were 
talking about him. 

“Just now, I thought I’d come see you.” Xavier said softly a 
large hand coming up to cup my cold flushed cheek softly, 
his rough large thumb rubbing gently over the thin skin of 
my cheekbone. 

“Is that alright?” He asked softly his eyes looking at me for 
reassurance, the soft silver hopeful that I wouldn’t reject 
him and I shook my head softly biting into my lip. 

“T-it’s fine.” I said only now looking back over to Jay who 
watched us with his mouth hung open slightly that turns to 
a soft smirk as he sees me staring he waggled his brows 
suggestively, and I glared at him. 


“Ice cream?” I asked Xavier suddenly to keep him from 
looking at my imbecile of a friend and he nods hesitantly. I 
kept my hand in his dragging him towards Jay nodding my 
head towards the ice cream stand. 


We stood in line trying to peek over the heads of people 
to see flavours while Xavier looks completely at ease, I 
really do wished I was a giant too right now. 


“What would you like?” Xavier asks as we near the front. 
“I’m gonna get the macha chocolate swirl with chocolate 
sprinkles.” I told him quietly. 

“Is that your favourite?” He whispered, and I leant in to 
whisper back. 

“T really like chocolate chip mint ice cream but I’ve been 
craving this.” I said softly and he nodded. 

“What would you like Jay?” Xavier asked and Jay looked at 
him wide eyed,like a deer caught in headlights. 


“Strawberry cheesecake.” He spit out suddenly and I 
frowned at him, he hated strawberry cheesecake ice cream. 
“I panicked.” Jay whispered leaning over to me, and I shook 
my head at him. 


“The fireworks are about to start why don’t you guys get 
a spot I’ll get the ice cream.” Xavier said but I shook my 
head. 
“You always pay this time I’m paying.” I said stubbornly 
tilting my chin upwards so that I was looking straight 
ahead but his fingers came under my chin turning my head 
towards him softly. 
“IT want to pay Raine.” He said softly but I shook my head 
again. 


“As do I.” I told him and he leant down, the colour of his 
so very soft, the silver absolutely hypnotizing, the constant 
storm in his eyes seeming to pull me in. It seemed that I 
had suddenly forget how to breathe as he leans even closer, 
his warm breath fanning over my parted lips. 

“Please.” He said quietly and I nodded my head mumbling 
an okay without even thinking about it my mind too 
clouded to truly think it over. He smiles down at me softly. 
“Thank you love.” He said gently pressing a warm kiss to 
my cold cheek as I mumbled something back incoherently 
stumbling towards Jay still dazed. 


Jay snapped his fingers at me as I reached him, 
effectively snapping me out of my trance. 
“Snapadoodles.” I cursed, as Jay looked at me weird. Xavier 
had hypnotized me with his eyes to get me to comply, and I 
had fallen right into his silver orbed trap. I had been right 
he was a conniving overgrown house Cat. 


Xavier handed us our ice creams and I took a giant 
spoonful of the delicious macha green tea and chocolate 
swirl nearly bouncing in delight at the taste. 


“Thank you.” I said grinning up at Xavier as he gazed down 
at me softly the melting silver of his eyes filled with 
adoration. 

“You’re welcome my love.” He said gently. I craned my neck 
to see what Xavier is eating, and a small smile comes in his 
lips and he casually lowers his cup so that I can see. I nod 
in approval as I see the chocolate truffle ice cream with hot 
fudge he’d gotten, it was important for a man to be able to 
hold his chocolate. 


“Thank you Mr.Night.” Jay said sounding like a child 
unlike the professionally working individual he was, the 
fact that he was only a few years younger than Xavier not 
seeming to help his case. 


I stared at the bright fiery colours in the dark night sky, 
the astonished murmurs of the families around us being 
drowned out as I looked at the sky being drenched in the 
many bright colours. I wished with all my heart that time 
would come to a complete standstill now as I stare at the 
spurts of colour in contrast to the night sky. I put another 
spoon of ice cream into my mouth shivering slightly in 
delight as the night lit up in gold. Something warm and 
large was draped across my shoulders, Xavier’s coat, I 
looked up at Xavier offering him a happy smile in gratitude, 
too lost in the fireworks to care about how inconsiderate I 
was being taking his jacket in the cold. His breath hitched, 
maybe he was cold now. I offered it back to him but he 
shook his head simply wrapping a large arm tightly around 
my waist pulling me into his firm warm side, tucking me 
safely into himself. I was wrong, that wasn’t the moment 
that I wished for time to standstill at, this was. 


Authors note 


Hey guys most of you probably don’t even know but I 
took The Beast down for a while only a few chapters and 
honestly it was a mistake. A knee jerk reaction to seeing 
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much. But swearing at them and being unreasonably harsh 
is a bit far, no mater how frustrating they might be, I 
created them they’re my babies my characters and I go all 
mother hen when people swear at them. I am sorry because 
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way and I love you for that, even the silent readers you 
guys too. 
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but really if you don’t like something big about the story 
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stop reading. I love all of you, you guys are the sweetest 
and most amazing readers ever. You make my day with your 
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thoughts and basically just a little piece of heaven for me 
thatI love writing. I apologize for taking down the chapters 
though, that was stupid I’ll be updating very soon. I really 
do love you all have a great night my little lovelies I 
promise to never do this again ever. 


Chapter 35 


“Raine please finish your pancakes.” Xavier pleaded 
crouching down before my chair but I crossed my arms in 
front of me, I wouldn’t crack this time. Xavier had been 
over feeding me since I started living with him, it was as if 
he was trying to make me explode. I’d woken up after a 
long nap, which I thought was well deserved after an 
accounting exam and a long shift at the cafe to the sweet 
smell of chocolate drifting in. Following it in my comatose 
state led me to Xavier standing in the kitchen dressed 
immaculately in a fitted black dress shirt tucked neatly into 
his black dress pants flipping chocolate chip pancakes 
about three times the size of my face into two plates. 
Pancakes at midnight, a lifelong dream come true. 


He’d turned around greeting me softly in his deep raspy 
voice asking me to take a seat before setting down a 
gigantic plate with a huge pile of those pancakes in front of 
me. To my misfortune that one gigantic pile was for me to 
finish alone, he had his own. 


“IT can’t eat anymore.” I huffed putting my fork down. 
“You haven’t eaten enough.” Xavier gruffs out finishing up 
his last pancake, and taking a sip of his black coffee as he 
stares at me. 

“Would you like for me to explode,this is too much.” I say 
persistently my eyes widening for dramatic effect. 


“It’s not you’re just too small, I need to feed you more.” 
Xavier huffs out gruffly, and I sit up straighter, I was not too 
small admittedly most adult humans were larger then me, 
but I nearly hit the average percentile for a lady, I was fine. 
“Tam not.” I say frowning, trying my hand again at glaring. 


“Maybe you’re just too big.” I say, before my mind could 
catch up with my mouth, and my hand flies over my mouth, 
I was so mean poor Xavier, he might kill me for that, my 
comment was completely uncalled for. I stare at him wide 
eyed my heart beating wildly in my chest. He makes me 
chocolate chip pancakes and gets sassed in return. 


“I’m so sorry.” I finally sputter out looking into those 
silver eyes only to find amusement, maybe he had had too 
many pancakes, the chocolate had gotten to his head. 


“Tt’s fine love.” He says softly his large tan hand reaching 
over to take one of my own and he holds it softly in his own, 
his thumb rubbing circles into it reassuringly. Even 
crouching down on his knees Xavier was taller then me, he 
was a big person but that didn’t mean I had to say it, I had 
always been grumpy upon waking up. 


“My mouth is going to get me killed one day.” I mumble 
quietly to myself. 
“Or kissed.” Xavier says huskily making my eyes widen as 
my head flies up to look him in the eyes, my cheeks 
colouring a deep red. I close my eyes to rid myself of the 
thought. 


I licked my lips looking over to Xavier to apologize again, 
but his eyes were trained intensely on my lips, the silver 
getting slightly darker, as my lips part in surprise. 


His hands wrap around the seat of my chair tugging it 
closer to him making me yelp in surprise. 


“W-what are you-?” I asked quietly trailing off as Xavier 
leans closer to me effectively shutting down my petty 
inquiries. His eyes fluttered shut as he inhaled my scent, 
his nose nuzzling tenderly against my skin making me 
shiver. A quiet groan escapes him as he inhales deeply 
again, burying his face into my hair. His hands clenched at 


the sides of my chair. 
“God Raine you smell like strawberries and gingerbread it’s 
mouthwatering.” He groans out and I swallow nervously. 


“You’re so beautiful.” He mumbles softly pulling away 
from me just enough so that he could look into my eyes, his 
hand coming up to cup my face softly brushing softly 
against the slight blush on my pale cheeks. 


“T’ll never get enough of you.” He sighs softly, pressing a 
kiss to the corner of my lips. 


7 


“T’ll always want more.” He says against my skin his 
warm minty breath blowing onto my skin, his plump red 
lips brushing my skin with every word. 


“W-work.” I stutter out, my heart attempting to beat it’s 
way out of my chest, his previous mention of him having to 
finish up some work being the only escape my mind could 
conjure. 

A slight smirk curves up the corner of his lips, as he looks 
at me through hooded longing filled eyes. 
“Work can wait.” He breathes out and I gulp. 


“Punctuality is v-very important.” I say biting into my lip 
as I look at him through my lashes. 
“Nothing is as important as my little love.” He grumbles 
out tugging my chair even closer making me gasp at the 
sudden movement. My lower lip trembling at how close we 
were and I try to will it to stabilize as I stare into Xavier’s 
eyes. 


His thumb comes up slowly tracing over my trembling lip 
his eyes filled with a heart tightening desire that rids all 
thoughts of getting away from my mind. 


His soft plush lips attach to the corner of my jaw, trailing 
leisurely to the bottom of my throat before trailing back up 
to press a kiss right below my bottom lip. He wraps his 


arms tightly around my waist yanking me into him. 

“Raine.” He mumbles softly against my skin, as if he had to 
confirm that I was really there with him. 

“Mine.” He says more to himself, tightening his hold on me 
and yanking me even closer to him. 


Xavier looks deeply within my eyes as he leans his face 
down to me his eyes flickering down to my lips, his lips 
gently press against my own, making my eyes flutter shut. 
Our lips mold together in a perfect symphony our chests 
pressed together letting us feel each other’s wild heart 
beats as our misbehaving hearts try to beat their way out of 
our chests to touch the other. His hand slowly travels up my 
back to wrap in my wild silky waves running through the 
strands and fisting them as he pleases. My hands go up to 
grip his wide shoulders as he presses my body further into 
his as if he couldn’t get close enough, I let one of my hands 
venture to the back of his neck, playing with the bottom 
tendrils of his hair. 


His lips move against mine with a heart clenching 
passion that has me forgetting about the need to breathe, 
the only need being to stay where I was in his arms, our 
lips pressed together in the most intimate of ways. His lips 
are so gentle but they move with a fervour, a deep desire, a 
longing come to the surface. His tongue darts out trailing 
over my lips softly and it has me tightening my grip on his 
wide shoulders. His hand moves from my hair to my face 
caressing it tenderly, and only when I begin to feel faint do 
I place my hands on his chest trying to push away. He pulls 
away from me slowly only allowing enough space in 
between us for me to breathe, as he trails kisses over my 
jaw and throat, groaning softly as he sucks gently on the 
skin of my collarbone. I push him further away from myself 
unable to take any more of the pleasurable torture his lips 
perform. He growls lowly as I push him but allows me to 


do, although he refuses to move his arms from my waist 
entirely. I pant desperately for air as he watches me with 
hooded silver eyes, his forehead resting against mine, our 
breath intermingling as we both pant. His soft stormy gaze 
still on my swollen reddened lips another growl escaping 
him but this one of approval as he stares at his handiwork 
making me glare at him. 


I rest my head against his large chest wrapping my arms 
around him allowing my eyes to flutter shut as I relaxed 
against his chest. I peaked up at him to see him looking 
down at me, his silver eyes filled with so much adoration it 
was difficult to look at. My cheeks burning as I attempt to 
compose myself. 


A small real smile curved up his plump lips a dimple 
popping up on the smooth tan skin of his right cheek, 
making my eyes widen the need to look composed 
completely forgotten. An uncontrollable smile lit up my own 
face at seeing his contagious dimpled smile and I cuddled 
closer into his chest, reluctant to ever move. 


“How was your exam?” He asked after a long silence and 
I opened up one eye to look up at him lazily, only now 
realizing that he was still on his knees. 
“Oh my Xavier, sit on a chair.” I say going to pull away but 
a growl escapes his chest making my eyes widen, as he 
growls out a no, staring down at me pulling me back to his 
chest, a hand coming up to gently press my face back onto 
the bare skin exposed above his shirt. 


“Please.” I mumble out, looking up at him from beneath 
my lashes, only God knows how wrecked his knees were by 
now, I could barely kneel that way for fifteen seconds. He 
stares at me intently for a minute before finally getting up 
and I open my mouth to thank him only to squeal when 
Xavier scoops me up into his arms, settling himself onto the 


chair I had sat with dignity on before resting me onto his 
lap, immediately wounding his arms around me and 
tugging me close into his chest. His hand once again 
guiding my face back onto his exposed upper chest, but I 
let him, I was much too tired to argue and Xavier was like a 
gigantic cuddly teddy mountain. I fiddled with my fingers in 
my lap sleepily as he watched me curiously, following my 
every movement, the curiosity in his eyes melting to 
adoration as I let out a small yawn, trying to cover my 
mouth with my hands. 


The little smile back on his face as he held me in his lap, 
leaning back so that I would be more comfortable. I 
snuggled my face into his smooth tan chest trying to find 
the perfect resting spot, eliciting a small growl in approval 
from him, that had me looking up at him sleepily. My mind 
nearly completely fogged with sleep my brain only catching 
up with my actions hours later. I reached up to poke his 
dimple softly, making his brow raise in amusement. I let my 
hands find their way into his hair. Playing with the soft silky 
dark strands, I tugged at it playfully and he let out a small 
groan nudging my cheek softly with his nose. I pulled my 
hand away, a blush creeping up on my cheeks, I was acting 
like a drunk toddler, but his hand caught my wrist and he 
shook his head at me. The startling contrast of his silver 
eyes coated with the dark lashes in comparison to his red 
plump lips standing out to me in my sleepy state, and I let 
him guide my hand back to his hair. Toying with the strands 
as I mumbled to myself incoherently only raising my voice 
when Xavier looked at me curiously wishing to hear what I 
said. 


“The exam was okay, but I don’t like accounting, I 
studied for it, but it was so hard, the studying was so 
boring I wanted to strangle myself with my own notebook 
but it probably wouldn’t bend enough.” I rambled to him all 


in one breath and his eyes widen slightly at my words 
before a soft chuckle escapes him. 

“Please don’t strangle yourself Raine.” He mumbles softly. 
“What do you find interesting?” He asks softly and I look up 
at him biting into my lower lip, was it even worth telling. I 
was intrigued by the social sciences, human psychology, 
but people always scoffed when I told them for what job did 
a psychology degree get you. 


“T uh, I like the social sciences, like psychology the way 
the human brain works the way it balances the spectrums 
of emotions yet it’s priority is to sustain and survive. It’s 
always been something I’ve been interested in, listening to 
people talk trying to decipher as to why they do the things 
they do, what there hiding, why they’re hiding it, what their 
facade is. I wanna be a psychiatrist or maybe a social 
worker, but psychiatrist takes too long and medical school 
is near impossible and social workers don’t make a lot, 
which is scary cause I really want to buy my own house, it 
can be tiny I just want to buy my own house.” I finish off 
letting out a deep breath and peeking up at him. My 
anxiety grows as he stares down at me silently. 


“Raine I couldn’t think of anymore more suitable to be 
any of those things, to comfort people guide them, you’re 
one of the gentlest kindest, most intelligent person I’ve 
ever known. Raine if that’s what you want to do you should 
do it, I know you can do it.” He says and my heart soars as 
my eyes fill with tears a slight smile coming up to my face. 
“Thank you.” I mumble softly and his eyes widen in panic 
as he stares at me. 

“Was it something I said, baby I’m sorry, please don’t cry.” 
He mumbles crushing me closer to his chest. 

“No one’s ever been so supportive.” I say with a sniffle but 
his eyes stay wide as he nods. He presses a kiss to my 
forehead holding me close to his chest. 


“T’ll always support you Raine, no matter what.” He 
promises quietly and I nod my head with a small smile 
snuggling back wiping my face with my hands, because I 
knew it was true, Xavier Night would always be there for 
me. 

“Let’s get to bed.” I say quietly, and he looks at me nodding 
when he sees the sleep in my eyes, knowing well that I 
could dose off right here. I carefully get off his lap although 
he seems reluctant to let me go his eyes filling with 
disappointment as I move away from him to go to bed. His 
hands hovering over my hips even as I stand. I smile at him 
pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. 

“Goodnight.” I mumble softly against his smooth tan cheek. 
“Goodnight my love.” He replies watching me go with his 
adoring content filled eyes, a very nearly concealed longing 
hidden deep within them. 


I walk up the stairs sleepily wrapping my arms around 
myself in the absence of Xavier’s warmth, tumbling into my 
room. I collapse on the large bed, cuddling into the warmth 
of my large comforter, nuzzling my face into the soft sweet 
smelling pillows. I let myself fall into the dark oblivion, 
thoughts of Xavier still lingering in my mind as I fall asleep 
smiling to myself softly. 


A soft vibrating fills my ears much too soon after I fall 
asleep but I grunt turning the other way, immediately 
regretting my decision as the early morning light attempts 
to stab my corneas through my eye lids. I dig my face into 
my pillow until the vibrating finally stops Jay’s smooth voice 
ringing out of my phone. 

“Raine I have to tell you something very important, I want 
you to sit down wherever you are and call me back when 
you get this okay, it’s really important.” 
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Chapter 36 


I groaned moving away from the incessant light that 
tried its best to poke my corneas through my eyelids as I 
slept. What exactly was the point of translucent curtains, 
they were sure pretty but were incapable of doing their job. 
I huffed giving up trying to get back to my precious 
dreamland and opened my eyes, stretching oddly in the 
light silk sheets. The deranged cat like stretching wasn’t 
appealing to look at, but sure did get all the kinks out that 
had developed as I slept with a deadly grip on my poor 
pillow. 


Getting off the bed I tried to blow my wild waves out of 
my mouth as I walked towards the shower, stomping the 
whole way there. Of course the day I have no school I sleep 
in a room with translucent curtains and it just has to be 
sunny outside. Thunderstorms were much better then 
sunshine, nothing better then a little lightning to bring a 
smile to a grumpy person’s face in the morning. 


I brushed my teeth trying my best and yet failing to not 
get the toothpaste foam all over my face. I took off my 
comfy pyjamas shivering as I waited for the water to grow 
warm. The sweet smell of cinnamon and raspberry filled my 
senses as I massaged shampoo into my hair, grabbing my 
loofah to wash quickly. How was it that people stepped out 
of the shower looking great, I stepped out with eerily red 
eyes. I really didn’t know how to wash my face without 
getting my raspberry lemon zest face wash into my eyes. 
Well maybe it was for the best, this way my corneas would 
smell good too. I towel dried my hair quickly, drying myself 
before putting on my robe, trying to comb out the tangles 


in my dark brown hair wincing at the after effects of 
skipping conditioning. 


I hugged myself in the big furry robe, as I walked to the 
large closet if I could choose one garment to spend the rest 
of my life in it’d be my fluffy pale pink bath robe. I got 
dressed quickly, pulling on a comfy grey knitted sweater 
with leggings before walking out. 


I wrinkled my nose as I caught sight of my phone sitting 
near the top of my bed, a red light flashing from it 
indicating I had a voice mail. It was probably my parents 
scolding me for not calling this week. I picked up my 
phone, unlocking it quickly going to the voice mails, why on 
earth would’ve Jay left me a voicemail I would probably see 
him at the cafe today anyway, Sophie and Jay practically 
lived there. 


I clicked on the voicemail making Jays smooth voice ring 
out in the quiet room. 
“Raine I have to tell you something very important, I want 
you to sit down wherever you are and call me back when 
you get this okay, it’s really important.” 


My brows furrowed a nervous fluttering feeling filling my 
chest as I clicked on Jays contact on my phone, each beep 
of the dialling making my anxiety grow. 

“Hello, Raine.” Jay said making me bite my lip at the oddly 
serious tone in his voice, maybe he was playing a prank on 
me. 

“Hey Jay what’s wrong?” I ask quietly. 

“Raine where are you?” Jay asks. 

“In my room.” I answer slowly. 

“Raine is Xavier home?” He asks me and I nod before 
realizing he can’t see me piping out a quick yes, my heart 
nearly in my throat now. 

“Okay Raine I want you to sit down wherever you are | 


have something very important to tell you, so just sit 
down.” Jay orders, and I comply immediately the sincerity 
in his voice leaving me no space to resist. 


“I’m seated Jay please tell me.” I beg worrying my 
bottom lip with my teeth as my heart tries to beat it’s way 
out of my chest. 

“Raine, I’m so sorry honey but Cyrus passed away last 
night.” Jay says and my heart completely stops for a 
moment, my fingers going completely numb as I try to 
register what he’s said. 

“Raine I’m so sorry I called last night but you were already 
asleep, I’m so sorry pumpkin.” Jay says but I pay no heed to 
what he says, Cyrus was gone. 

“No you’re lying.” I finally croak out, my eyes watering 
Slightly as I swallow thickly, Jay was just being stupid, 
playing a prank. It couldn’t be, Cyrus would never leave 
me, he couldn’t, he would never leave Maggie. 


“Raine honey I wish I was, but I’m not.” He says and the 
sincerity in his voice makes the dam break, and I can’t hold 
it in any longer years stream down my cheeks as my breath 
becomes haggard with my sobs. 

“B-but how could h-he leave me?” I sob into the phone. A 
loud sob escapes me as I hear Jay sniffle on the other end. 
“He didn’t mean to Raine he loved you more than his own.” 
Jay says shakily and a loud sob escapes me. I loved him too, 
more than I ever loved my own Grandfather. 


My fingers fall completely numb and I struggle to keep a 
grip on the phone my brain completely unable of 
registering what Jay says. I only faintly register a loud 
banging sound before my door is thrown open an anxious 
looking Xavier running in his chest heaving, his eyes 
widening as he takes in my state. I turn towards him, 
everything seeming to slow as I watch Xavier rush towards 
me, grabbing me gently and pulling me into his chest as he 


catches sight of my tear stricken cheeks. His thumbs 
rubbing over them, wiping away the tears only for them to 
be replaced with more as he begs for me to tell him what’s 
wrong. 


“Raine love please tell me what’s wrong. Please baby 
why are you crying?” He asks rocking me back and forth in 
his arms as he realizes I’m unable to answer. I shakily hand 
the phone to him as Jay begins to grow worried at my 
unresponsive state on the other end. 


Xavier’s expression dissolves to complete remorse as he 
listens to Jay mumbling a quick reply to him I don’t quite 
catch before he shuts off the phone. He wraps his arms 
back around me pulling me into his warm chest as my 
shoulders heave with sobs. 

“H-he left me.” I mumble out looking up at Xavier my lower 
lip trembling, lashes soaked with tears. 

“I’m so sorry baby.” He mumbles to me softly pressing a 
kiss to my head before pulling me even closer as I tremble 
in his hold unable to control my own body. 


“They’re in the hospital love, I’m taking you to see them 
okay.” He mumbles to me quietly and I nod shakily my legs 
almost collapsing under me as I try to take a step forward. 
Xavier leans down scooping me up into his arms bridal 
style, cradling me to his chest like a toddler. 

“IT got you.” He whispers to me and I rest my head against 
his clean dress shirt clad broad chest letting the tears run 
freely. 


He walks up to the car depositing me safely into the 
passenger seat before getting into his own seat, as he pulls 
out of the driveway. His hand reaches for mine that lay 
trembling within my lap as I occasionally reach up to swipe 
at the tears on my cheeks using the ends of my soft grey 


sweater. My hands so numb I can barely feel the warmth 
from his large hands on my freezing hands. 


My lips tremble as I mumble incoherently to myself the 
pain coursing within my chest making it hard to breathe, 
but none of that mattered Cyrus was gone. Xavier stops the 
car in front of the hospital coming to my side to help me 
out, he wraps an arm tightly around my waist supporting 
most of my weight as we walk in. My legs threatening to 
collapse under me, I couldn’t feel anything besides the 
dreaded pain in my heart everything else was numb, noises 
seeming to rush by my ears, my eyes barely seeing the dull 
colours that rush by. Xavier stops at the receptionist before 
we are moving again. 


I gasp for breath looking up as I hear a familiar voice call 
out my name. I pull away from Xavier rushing into the 
awaiting arms of Maggie, wrapping my arms tightly around 
her as I sob loudly into her, her hands shakily caressing my 
back as her soft frail body trembles slightly with soft sobs. I 
pull away from her looking into her beautifully aged face 
covered in tears, her eyes lacking their usual sparkle, her 
soft cheeks streaked with tears, her nose reddened as she 
sniffles softly. 

“I’m so sorry Maggie.” I spurt out and she nods her head at 
me pressing a kiss to my hair. 


“He said he loved you, and told m-me to apologize to you 
o-on his behalf for leaving his cookie.” She tells me softly, 
her voice cracking in some places but otherwise she stayed 
strong, her chin upraised as she spoke. 

A harsh sob escapes me at her words. 

“T loved him too.” I cry quietly my heart breaking further as 
Maggie mumbles a soft me too looking more defeated than 
I had ever seen her. 


She was the most courageous woman I’d ever seen, so 
very strong but today she was breaking, crumbling under 
the heaving weight of a heart break, of losing her first and 
last love, her best friend, her husband, her soul mate. 


I swallow thickly before I feel arms engulf me in a hug, 

Sophie and Jay stood hugging me tightly to them their eyes 
red with tears their hair messy as they dig their faces 
closer into me. 
Jay pulls away from me pressing a kiss to both me and 
Sophie’s heads before embracing Maggie and I wrap my 
arms properly around Sophie as she sniffles into me. My 
hands rest on her smooth shiny thick black hair as I try to 
calm her, feeling absolutely empty inside as I look at the 
doctors and people walk through the halls from behind 
Sophie. 


Xavier was absolutely nowhere to be found, I look around 
trying to catch any sight of the large man, only to see him 
turn the corner holding some papers he places on the 
counter as he catches me looking at him, his eyes speaking 
to me as he gazed at me intensely. The grey eyes so soft 
and sad as they ask me if I was alright, if I needed 
anything, if he could do anything, anything at all. I shake 
my head in a small no to him and he nods to me lightly the 
veins in his neck popping out as he grows stressed as he 
continues to look into my red puffy eyes and tear streaked 
face. 


“Xavier.” Maggie says lightly and I turn my head towards 
her as Xavier changes direction walking to her his head 
bowed as he comes to stand beside Maggie. 

“Thank you for driving Raine, and for being here Xavier.” 
Maggie says softly and Xavier nods sincerely. 

“I’m sorry.” He says quietly and Maggie tries to smile at 
him weakly, a nurse walks towards us seeming to head 
straight for Xavier. 


“You left your copy of the payment on the counter 
Mr.Night.” The old nurse says smiling kindly, and my brows 
furrow in confusion before I realize, Xavier had payed for 
the hospital bill. A loud sob has me breaking out of my 
reverie, I turn to the sound my puffy eyes widening as I see 
Maggie hugging Xavier tightly, as he stares down at her his 
face expressionless but bewilderment clear in his sugar 
grey eyes. 


He hesitantly wraps his arms around her soft frail frame, 
hugging her back gently as she sobs. 
“You really didn’t have to Xavier, but thank you honey, 
thank you for being here, thank you.” Maggie sobs into 
Xavier, and he wraps his arms tighter around her standing 
silently, swallowing visibly before he looks up at me, I see 
an old deeply buried pain come to the surface, that always 
had been swirling in the depths of the storm in his eyes, 
buried so deep I hadn’t ever been able to recognize it 
before today. His eyes go back to their brewing storm and I 
look away as Maggie pulls away from him, tuning back into 
what Sophie mumbles to me softly. 


We stay together in the hospital, waiting for them to 
finish preparing the body for a burial, trying to console 
each other and share our pain. Due to the town being so 
small, unlike most hospitals they also had a wing to prepare 
bodies for burials. They’d told us we could wait elsewhere, 
but we didn’t want to leave without Cyrus. Xavier brought 
us food numerous times throughout the day, but we were 
able to eat very little. Despite Xavier’s incessant begging 
I’d only managed to eat a strawberry yogurt and drank 
some tea throughout the day. 


Night falls and the hospital grows quiet as the nurses 
and doctors begin to change shifts, tears now only run 
down our cheeks as we sit on the hospital chairs quietly. 
“You guys can come see him now.” Our nurse says and we 


get up. I wipe away my tears from my cheeks and Xavier 
wraps an arm around me as we walk. We walk to see a 
white sheet pulled over a laying Cyrus. Maggie reaches 
forward pulling the white sheet slightly a sob escaping me 
as I catch sight of his peaceful completely still resting face. 
My body begins to tremble uncontrollably again as my eyes 
trail over his face, the sweet memories we’d had together 
rushing back to me. 


I don’t know how long we stand there staring at him 
tears streaming down our faces before the nurse comes 
back, telling us kindly to go home, we couldn’t stay any 
longer. I don’t even register Xavier guiding me out before 
I’m being hugged by Maggie as we hold onto each other 
one last time before letting go and I promise to be back 
early in the morning. Maggie reassures me that her sister’s 
whole family is waiting for her back at the house, so she 
wouldn’t be alone. But even then I feel reluctant to leave 
her alone. 


I’m passed to the others as they too hug me before 
Xavier wraps an arm around me again loading me back into 
his car gently, before we drive back to his home. I wrap my 
arms around myself as I sit staring out the window quietly. 


“Raine, love we’re home.” Xavier says as he stops the car 
in front of the house. He comes over to my side and I finally 
nod absentmindedly going to get out and he wraps his arm 
around me again walking us in. We walk to my room and I 
turn to him in front of the door. 


“I’m sorry.” He says to me quietly and I nod my head. 
“Goodnight Xavier.” I say softly looking up to meet his gaze, 
seeing his hesitance to leave, the need to stay with me, to 
comfort me, but I walk in closing the door softly behind me. 
I shakily make it to the window, gazing up at the stars that 
Cyrus would so fondly tell me the names of as I sink down 


hugging my knees to my chest as I let out soft sobs, letting 
the tears stream over my splotchy cheeks and soak my 
leggings as I cry. His voice plays in my head as all the times 
he’d comforted me, been there for me, given some of the 
most valuable advice I’d ever heard to me swirls around in 
my mind tormenting me now in his absence. Never again 
would I hug him, hear him laugh, never again would I see 
him with Maggie, the deep adoration and love he had for 
her, I couldn’t fathom to begin to understand the pain that 
Maggie felt, he’d left us all behind. I missed him already, 
more than I could say. 


I don’t know how long I sit on that floor hugging my 
knees to my chest sobbing silently before the door opens 
revealing Xavier. I glance up at him my chest hurting way 
too much for me to care about the state I’m in before him. 
His eyes stay trained on my small form huddled in the 
corner of the large room as I watch him walk towards me, 
my eyes wide. He says absolutely nothing to me as he drops 
to his knees before me scooping me into his arms, and 
cradling me to his firm broad chest he walks out of the 
room. I look up at him through puffy eyes to see his red 
eyes watering slightly as he gazed down at me. I continue 
to stare at him as tears continue to stream out of my puffy 
unfeeling eyes. 


Xavier walks straight into his room, closing the door and 
lays me on the large bed, before he gets in beside me, 
wrapping his large warm arms around me and pulling me 
into him, pressing my face against the exposed skin of his 
chest. My mind barely registers that he is shirtless as I 
mindlessly cuddle closer to him for warmth. 

“I’m sorry you have to go through this baby girl.” He 
mumbles quietly pressing a soft warm kiss to my forehead 
lingering for a moment before pulling away resting his 
cheek on my head as he snuggles my cold body closer to 


him. My eyelids start to close as the exhaustion from my 
crying begins to take over and I succumb to it, welcoming 
the peace of unconsciousness. Free from the pain that 
continues to dwell deep within my chest. 


Chapter 37 


I pulled my shirt over my head throwing it into the 
hamper, along with my jeans, getting into the fuzziest 
warmest pyjamas I owned. Pyjamas were one of the few 
good things in the world, they were up there on the list 
with chocolate. The light pink buttoned shirt hung loose on 
my frame, irritating me as I tried to tie the drawstring on 
my bottoms as it kept getting in the way. I rubbed my eyes 
as I made my way out of my room yawning as I walked 
towards the kitchen. Today was my first day back to 
university, I’d skipped some lessons opting to spend some 
time with Maggie instead. It’s been weeks since the 
incident as beautiful as the service had been for Cyrus it 
was no closure. 


I stumbled into the kitchen nearly tripping over the long 
hem of my pyjamas,slightly out of breath Xavier’s home 
was much too large walking through it daily wasn’t the cup 
of tea for a cringe worthily unfit person. My knees cracked 
nearly as loud as thunder when I bent down, it sometimes 
frightened customers. I wasn’t exactly the human 
embodiment of grace. I would have to remember to look for 
a home that wasn’t at all on the large side walking was not 
my domain. I poured myself some milk into a mug, mugs 
were so much better then normal glasses and I wasn’t 
going to deprive myself of life’s simplest pleasures. 


I heard the door open quietly making me stiffen, would I 
be able to make it to my room, the stairs were near but I 
wasn’t very quick. I was avoiding Xavier since that day, 
since I’d woken up in his bed wrapped up in his strong 
muscled arms the warmth of his bare chest pressing into 
my back, he held me so close to his chest even in his sleep. 


I didn’t want to worry him, he had a business to run, 
personal matters to deal with he was a busy man. But it 
was very difficult to avoid him, especially since I was 
staying in his home, avoiding the man was taking a whole 
lot of effort from me, energy that I didn’t have. Although he 
didn’t seem to appreciate my cowardly ways, often while 
running out the door I’d feel his dark stormy gaze settled 
on me, it was slightly unsettling but for the best. He 
needn’t worry about me. 


Maybe if I was quiet he wouldn’t notice. The thought of 
staying at Jay’s for the night had crossed my mind but that 
was too drastic a move, that would attract attention, as 
long as I stayed busy I could keep away from him. The cafe 
was still closed but I had a key, so I would go there to study 
when not with Maggie. 


I was currently looking for an apartment soon I’d let 
Xavier know I was moving out, he’d done so much for me, 
but I couldn’t just stay here forever. I heard him close the 
closet very softly, his coat was off that seemed to put me in 
gear. I quickly placed the milk back in biting into my lip 
near painfully as I almost dropped the carton but luckily I 
managed to place it back in the fridge. 


I turned around hoping to stealthily walk up the stairs to 
get into my room, my eyes on the milk to ensure it wouldn’t 
spill. My breath got caught in my throat as I looked up only 
for my eyes to be met with with grey ones, seemingly a 
storm caged within thick black lashes. 


He was angry, he had a right to be, but he really was 
furious and it was terrifying. His brows were furrowed, 
plump red lips pursed, it was the infamous Night glare but 
way mellowed out, maybe that was the doing of the 
pyjamas. My theory was that not even lightening would 
strike fuzzy pyjamas they were much too precious. 


I swallowed thickly as he simply stared at me his jaw 
ticking, maybe I could get out from the side. He stalked 
closer to me slowly, his gate predator like, a lion stalking its 
prey. He made me feel more like a doe eyed gazelle than I 
ever had, I stumbled backwards unthinkingly his eyes 
narrowed as I moved away from him my feet propelling me 
away from him but that didn’t stop him. The enticement of 
a chase only encourages a lion. 


My steps were no match for his, three of mine seemed to 
equal just one of his, but he took his time with the chase, 
giving the prey the illusion it could get away. My eyes 
widened as I felt my back hit the counter, I looked back to 
see my lower back pressed against the high counter, but 
looking away was my mistake. 


When I looked up he was right in front of me, our chests 
just a breath away, I tried to back further into the counter 
but it didn’t do me any good, he only covered the distance 
that I created. 


I gripped the counter on both of my sides in hopes of 
stretching away from him but he rested his hands beside 
mine, leaning over me slightly. He towered over me gazing 
down at me with those stormy grey eyes. 


“You’ve been avoiding me.” He spoke his husky warm 
velvety voice ringing out in the tense silent room. I stared 
up at him wide eyed, struggling to gather my thoughts 
enough to respond to him. 


“N-no.” I responded weakly making a furrow form 
between his brows. 
“IT should go.” I say quietly grabbing the mug of milk and 
clutching it to my chest as I stare at his arm waiting for 
him to move it. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” He asks huskily and 
I stare up at him my eyes wide. 


“You’ve been avoiding me for weeks and now you won’t 
even look at me.” Xavier says through clenched teeth. 


“T haven’t been avoiding you Xavier.” I say quietly, he 
chooses not to respond simply staring at me silently, but 
the Night stare was scary. 


“Y-you’ve done so much for me, I don’t w-want to bother 
you with my problems, none of this has anything to do with 
you, I shouldn’t ale you with my issues.” I say softly. He 
stares down at me silently waiting for me to finish before 
carefully easing the mug out of my hands and resting it 
gently on the counter. 


“Raine you are not a bother I want you to share your 
problems with me. You don’t know what not seeing you for 
so long does to me, I want to help you get through this, 
please don’t avoid me. Promise me you won’t avoid me ever 
again?” He says his voice holding a desperation that I 
couldn’t ignore, and I nod. 


“I promise.” I mumble breathily. His face softens 
considerably his fingers trailing over the side of my cheek 
making their way over the curve of my jaw ever so softly, 
adoration clear in his eyes. 


His arms wrap around me softly as he tugs me into his 
chest. His arms tighten around me as he crushes me to firm 
warm chest, leaning down to bury his face into my hair, he 
inhales deeply. Hesitantly I wrap my own arms around him, 
and his tense large form seems to completely melt against 
me as his large frame completely envelopes me. His 
intoxicating scent filling my senses, the warmth that I’d 
stayed without for two weeks now seeping into my skin 
through my pyjamas. 


“My little love.” He mumbled softly into my hair makings 
a small smile come onto my face, I hadn’t heard him call 
me love for so long, it was the little things that you missed. 
I snuggled my face into the exposed skin of his chest atop 
the dress shirt covering the wide expanse of his chest. He 
was always inexplicably warm, even though he’s come from 
outside in the near unbearable cold he was much warmer 
then I, and I’d been home for hours. He pulls away from me 
softly, resting his hands on my arms he still holds me close. 


“You haven’t eaten have you?” He asks, his tone 
reprimanding and I go to lie but one look into that stormy 
gaze and I knew the question was simply a formality. He 
knew I hadn’t eaten and he somehow knew when I’d lied, I 
shook my head softly. 


“Sit my love I’ll make you something to eat.” He says 
softly placing a kiss to my forehead and I look up at him 
slightly dazed as he presses the mug of milk back into my 
hands. I turn around to make my way to the table but a 
hand grabs onto my arm, pulling me back towards him 
gently. I feel him lean down so that his chest is pressed 
against my back as he presses his face against the side of 
my head. His chin resting on my shoulder, a shiver passes 
through me as the heat of his skin seeps in through my 
shirt. 


“If you think I’m gonna let you take even a step away 
from me after not seeing you for weeks, you are wrong my 
love. You my little love are going to stay right by me as I 
cook.” He whispers softly into my ear, his lips brushing 
against my ear as he speaks, he presses a quick kiss to the 
side of my cheek, nudging it playfully with his nose before 
leaning away. 


His arm wraps firmly around my waist as he lifts me up 
off the ground setting me onto the counter as if I weigh 


absolutely nothing, a soft squeak of protest leaving my 
mouth. He rests his arms around my hips leaning in his 
eyes full of mischief daring me to try to move away and I 
freeze in my seat. I look down not wanting to endure the 
intensity of his gaze. 


“You’re so beautiful.” He mumbles quietly his minty 
breath blowing against my face as he leans ever closer. 


“Stop.” I mumble slightly embarrassed, my hand 
pathetically pushing against his hard chest, not moving him 
even one bit. His eyes fill with mischief as he looks from my 
hand on his chest to my eyes. 


“What do you want me to stop love, I don’t understand.” 
He says suddenly grabbing me by the waist and pulling me 
into his firm build eliciting a gasp from me. My lips part in 
shock as I stare up at him. His hand cups my face gently as 
he leans forward his melting silver eyes filled with mischief 
that has me uneasy. 


He attacks my face with kisses, not leaving one inch of 
my face untouched. Loud giggles escape me as I try to 
escape him trying with all my might to push him away, as I 
squirm in his arms. But he is unrelenting, his constant 
kisses have my cheeks warming up to the point where my 
face feels like it’s on fire. 


“Is this what you meant?” He asks slowly between kisses. 


“Yes stop.” I say again between giggles trying to turn my 
face but he only follows. 


A husky chuckle escapes him as he finally relents pulling 
away just enough to give me space to breathe, before going 
back to trailing kisses on to my jaw, working their way 
down my throat softly. 


“X-Xavier.” I say shakily and his head pulls up as he 
stares at me through content longing filled hooded eyes. 


“You want me to stop baby?” He asks softly trailing 
kisses over my jaw, his tongue flicking leisurely over the 
tick in my jaw. 


“Y-yes.” I mumble. 


“But I don’t want to.” He says quietly staring at me with 
those bright silver eyes, and my mouth falls open, what. 


“W-what?” I mumble. 


“Convince me, if you want me to stop convince me baby.” 
He says his voice huskier them ever. 


“You should stop.” I say stupidly before he pouts at me 
slightly, and only then do I realize what he wants, he wants 
a kiss. 


I lean forward slowly, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek, 
and he leans back pouting his brows furrowed. 


“I’m not convinced love.” He says. I bite my lip worrying 
it as I wonder how to get out of this, staring at him with 
wide eyes trying to see if I could slip out somehow but he 
seemed to have me pretty well caged. His arms trapped my 
sides and his legs prevented me from jumping off the 
counter he’d sat me on. As I look up back into his eyes 
everything else fades as I see the look in them, his eyes 
hold a hope that I can’t ignore, it’s almost childish, the way 
that he looks at me. 


I let my lip loose from beneath my teeth subconsciously, 
leaning forward to press my own lips to his softly, keeping 
them pressed against his. Feeling the heat of his mouth 
soak into my own before pulling away. 


I wrap my arms around his neck embracing him tightly to 
me. I bury my face into his neck, feeling my heart swell 
within my chest, he was always there for me, even though 
I’d rejected him, turned away his advances he was always 
there, through absolutely everything. Always there to cheer 
me up, even now. I’d avoided him, shut him out but he 
wasn’t giving up, he never would he would always be here. 
He wanted nothing in return, not once had he tried to 
deepen the kiss, touch me in anyway less than innocent, he 
was only trying to cheer me up tonight, as he always had. 


“Thank you.” I mumble into his neck and he wraps his 
arms tightly around me burying his face into my hair. 


“You never have to thank me love.” He mumbled quietly. 
We stay that way for what feels like a sweet eternity and 
never did I wish to move from his warm embrace, but the 
sound of my stomach rumbling has him pulling away. 


“Let’s get some food in you.” He mumbled to me quietly 
pressing his lips to mine in an innocent peck before pulling 
away to take out the pots and pans he’d need. 


“What would you like to eat?” He asks. 


“Spaghetti.” I answer automatically my mouthwatering 
at the mere memory of the last time he’d made me 
spaghetti, the man was a legendary cook. 


“Alright.” He says a soft smile making its way onto his 
face, the dimple on his smooth cheek popping out amongst 
the light scruff he had going from not shaving this morning. 


I watch him as he cooks, ever too gracefully for his 
enormous size. He glances up at me frequently as if 
ensuring I hadn’t disappeared, kissing my cheek or trailing 
his hands over my face as he walked by. Time passes 
quickly as I watch him cook merrily swinging my feet 
enjoying the milk. 


He soon places a large bowl of spaghetti in my hands 
with a fork in it. I twirl some spaghetti around a spoon 
shovelling it into my mouth, my eyes near rolling back as it 
hits my tastebuds. Only after a few bites do I realize he 
hasn’t made himself a plate, I roll up some spaghetti into 
my fork offering it to him. His eyes show reluctance but I 
purse my lips the way he’d done, furrowing my brows 
giving him his own glare and he smiles. His eyes fill with 
amusement, dimple popping out as he leans forward 
wrapping his lips around my fork taking the food I offer 
him. 


“You know you should be a chef.” I say swinging my legs 
as we eat. 


“IT wanted to.” He admits, and my eyes fly up to meet his 
gaze and I stay silent urging him to continue. 


“As a child my mother taught me to cook, and I’d always 
loved it, those were my favourite times, when we’d cook 
together. She taught me the little I know. It was my dream 
to become a chef.” He says and an unrecognizable emotion 
comes into his eyes as he speaks. A forlorn longing, 
something completely incomprehensible to me in its 
tormented melancholy. 


“Why didn’t you?” I ask softly. 


“Life doesn’t work out the way we want it to, the dream 
died a long time ago.” He answers making me frown. 


“Your mom, didn’t she push you to pursue it?” I ask. 


“She died when I was young.” He says simply his jaw 
ticking slightly eyes filling with a darkness I’d never seen 
before but I pay no heed to it. I rest the bowl beside me 
wrapping my arms around him I pull him close, holding him 
to me. 


“I’m so sorry Xavier.” I say my eyes brimming with tears, 
it was so difficult to lose a loved one I couldn’t imagine 
what little Xavier had gone through after losing his mother. 


“It’s been a long time, it’s fine.” He answers me quietly. 


“No,no its not fine, time only heals flesh wounds, we 
learn to move on but we never forget.” I say grabbing his 
face within my hands. I press a kiss to his forehead, my 
eyes closing as my lips touch his warm smooth skin, a tear 
trailing over my own cheek. 


“No baby don’t cry, I’ve made you cry I’m so sorry Raine, 
don’t cry I don’t deserve your tears.” He says softly 
brushing the tears away from my face with the pads of his 
thumb. 


“Don’t say that, you deserve everything in this world.” I 
say harshly. 


“I was supposed to cheer you up.” He says his plump lips 
jutting out sadly. 


“And you did, I promise.” I say unable to contain myself I 
press a quick kiss to his pout and his eyes brighten 
considerably. 


“Hearing about your loss reminded me of Cyrus, I’m 
sorry you went through that so young, nobody deserves 
that. You deserve everything in this world Xavier Night and 
don’t you think otherwise.” I say, and he swallows thickly 
looking almost surprised at what I’d said, as if no one else 
had ever said something like that to him before. 
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“Thank you.” He says quietly and I nod in response. 
Living with Xavier I’d learnt the meanings behind his few 
words, even the smallest of things he said had meanings 
beyond a whole book sometimes. As quiet as he was, he 
was deeply evolved, complicated, difficult to understand 


but once you fell into tune with him, if he allowed you to 
that was, you’d see he was far more than what he seemed. 
Vivid emotions hid behind that well sculpted mask he’d 
created for himself. 


“What was the first thing she taught you?” I ask, really I 
just wanted to hear him speak, I liked it when he spoke, he 
had a way of completely catching his audiences’ attention, 
making you focus on him. I liked that. A small breathy 
laugh escapes him making me confused and he shakes his 
head as he clutches sight of my expression, making me 
laugh in return. 


“What?” I ask. 


“Funnily enough, it was spaghetti.” He says looking at 
me through his lashes and I beam at him, making him 
smile. 


“What about sweets?” I ask and he shakes his head. 


“IT could never get the hang of those, my mother was 
more into cooking than baking. We weren’t very rich, we 
couldn’t afford baking supplies.” Xavier admits and my 
eyebrows shoot up, he just seemed as if he were born in a 
button up and dress pants, I couldn’t imagine him on 
anything else. Although admittedly he did look quite good 
in sweat pants. But I doubted there was an article of 
clothing that Xavier Night would not look good in. 


“Well she was an amazing cook, and you have me to bake 
for you.” I tell him and his eyes seem to brighten at my 
words. I loved how easy he was to please, the simplest 
things made him happy. It was nice to hear about him for a 
Change, usually Xavier would ask about me, but never 
speak of himself. I guess all I had to do was ask. 


A yawn escapes me and I rest my face onto his shoulder 
tiredly, I’d come down to drink milk before going to sleep, 


this was way past my regular sleeping schedule. 


“Let’s get you to bed.” He says softly wrapping his arms 
around me, his hands going under my thighs as he wraps 
me legs around his waist, not giving me a chance to protest 
he simply starts walking. I was incapable of cooking but 
was quite capable of performing other daily tasks. 
Somebody just needed to inform this silver eyed moving 
mountain thing. 


“IT can walk.” I mumble grumpily, being a slight hypocrite 
as I wrap my arms and legs tighter around him resting my 
head onto his shoulder letting out a small yawn but Xavier 
doesn’t say anything. I gaze up at him, wondering why he 
wouldn’t reply, my cheeks colouring as I see him simply 
staring down at me in admiration. His eyes softening 
impossibly more as he watches me let out a yawn. I hide my 
face in the crook of his neck to keep him from seeing my 
blush. 


“Adorable.” He mumbled softly almost to himself before 
carefully opening the door to my room as to not jostle me. 


He lays me down on my bed softly, pulling my covers 
over me, tucking me in securely. Xavier leans down to tuck 
the covers up to my chin and I press a kiss to his cheek 
quickly. 


“Goodnight Xavier.” I mumble sleepily and a small smile 
comes onto his face as he finishes tucking me in. He 
presses his lips to my forehead ever so softly, brushing my 
hair away from my face before mumbling back ever so 
softly. 


“Goodnight my love.” 


Chapter 38 


“Raine would you stay back for a moment.” My head 
snapped up from my notes as I heard my professor say my 
name. I stuffed my notebook back into my bag carefully 
placing the pen on a side pocket so as to not loose it in my 
mess of a bag. I mumble a small farewell to Tyler who sat 
beside me. 


“Mr.Hale you wanted to see me.” I said softly. 
“Yes Raine actually you missed a few lessons earlier in the 
semester and I just wanted to ensure you’ve got the notes 
for those classes.” He says. 


“T got them from Tyler.” I say with a small smile. 


“You are alright though aren’t you?” He asks narrowing 
his eyes at me in an uncomfortable scrutiny. Mr.Hale looked 
more like a deranged detective than a university professor. 


“I’m fine, thank you though.” I say trying to maintain eye 
contact to show him I was telling the truth. 


“If something is wrong you can talk to me or the school 
councillors we spend a lot of money on those. Yet you kids 
are aS crazy as ever, absolute raving lunatics.” He says 
mumbling the last part his eyes widening slightly as he 
realizes he said it out loud. 


“You never heard that now scurry along Ms.Pierce and 
make no mistake I have no intention of going easy on your 
upcoming assignment. I’m going to bury you kids under 
coursework.” He says his eyes gleaming as he speaks 
making me eyes widen and my lips curve downwards in 
distaste as I nod my head shakily, speaking of councillors it 
wouldn’t exactly hurt for him to make an appointment with 


one himself. My eyes twitches one last time before I 
mumble a small bye to him quickening my walk as I see him 
pass me a Salut. I worried about this school and their 
human resources department how had this man been 
deemed passable to influence young minds. Well, at least 
he had personality. 


I walked out seeing Jay’s little white hatchback waiting 
for me in the parking lot as he waved at me to hurry near 
bouncing in his seat. 

“Jesus Raine can’t you walk faster.” He says as soon as I 
open the door. A squeal escapes me as he grabs my arm 
yanking me into the seat. 


“Wait.” A loud voice yells and I turn to look back through 
the open window my eyes widening as I catch sight of the 
school security running up to us. My head near smashing 
against the door frame as the car lurches forward, a hand 
grabbing me by the nape pulling my head back into the car. 
“Never look back.” Jay hisses making my eyes widen, what 
in the world was going on. 


“Wha—” I start but am cut off as Jay shushes me 
violently and my nose scrunches up as I see spit fly out 
through his gritted teeth. 

“No time for questions.” He says his voice so shrill it 
reaches levels some opera villains could only dream of. 


I try to hold onto my seat as he races away from the 
school my head unfortunately jamming into the doorframe 
as he takes a sharp left turn. I open my mouth to curse at 
him but he shushes me again and I scowl to myself rubbing 
at my sore head, mumbling to myself quietly. 


Only does he start slowing down after we have made ita 
good mile away from the main intersection. I seal my lips 
tightly giving him a moment to breathe. 


“Explain.” I say through gritted teeth still clutching my 
injured head. 


“I didn’t know we had to pay for parking.” He says his 
candy green eyes opened wide attempting to appear 
innocent, but I’d known him far loo long to fall for that. 


“Yes you did.” I hiss glaring at him menacingly and he 
tries to hold his innocent look his lips forming a childish 
pout. After a few moment when the realization makes way 
through his thick skull that I wasn’t letting through this 
time. 


“Okay fine, but parking is just so expensive and I was 
only going to be there for a moment to pick you up. So 
since my cars small and there’s a side walk I was just going 
to go around the barrier.” He says. 


“Then why was security after you?” I ask suspiciously. 


“Well I didn’t notice that they had a camp out there and 
one of the security men tried to block my way but I was 
changing the channel on my radio. You know how I hate 
that stupid band that’s always on these days. I can’t even 
remember the darn name but who lied to them and told 
them they were good singers. I swear my cat sounds better 
then that while singing and she died 17 years ago, 
coincidentally my grandparents ran her over. I don’t think 
they should have been driving. I mean my grandmother was 
as blind as a bat and my grandfather well the man only had 
one eye and that too was always swollen, great people but 
driving for them is a big no no.” He says his candy apple 
eyes gleaming with an odd craze and I flick his forehead. 


“Why was_ security chasing you?” I ask again 
pronouncing each syllable as he rubs his forehead scowling 
at me. I’d had enough of his blind grandparent stories over 
the three years I’d known him. 


“Oh right well yeah he tried to block me and I didn’t see 
him so I accidentally nudged him very softly with my car.” 
He says adding in a light innocent giggle at the end as my 
eyes widen in fright I was surrounded by psychopaths. I 
highly doubted that collision was very light knowing Jay he 
probably ran right over the man. I was most likely sitting 
beside a murderer. 


“You killed a man.” I say in a hushed voice zoning out 
from him as I turn to face forward, I’d never murdered 
anyone but I read books I was familiar with the whole 
concept. Now we had to get rid of the evidence, he’d made 
a mistake but I wasn’t going to let him go to prison he was 
too cute, and much too interested in tattoos. Also far too 
psychotic, I was slight worried about the other inmates. 


“T did not kill him.” Jay shrieked knocking me out of my 
reverie I looked at him through squinted eyes. 


“Are you sure?” I asked using a deeper voice it was only 
appropriate. 


“Yes.” He says. 


“Why did you giggle?” I ask, it was the only explanation 
killing another human did things to a person. My little 
green eyed angel was a soon to be fugitive, a highly 
psychotic one too. 


“I-I don’t know, to ease the effect of my words I guess.” 
He says nodding his head. 


“Well it didn’t work.” I growl at him hitting him upside 
the head, he’d hurt the poor man. 


“Is the man alright?” I ask hesitantly. 
“Yes, he’s fine.” Jay says. 


“How do you know?” I ask. 


“IT have connections.” Jay answers in a whisper tilting his 
chin upwards starting up the car again. 


“So how’s the new caramel macchiato?” Jay asks 
suddenly. 


“Oh it’s definitely a favourite right now, we garnish it 
with caramel fudge slithers.” I say. 


“Ooh fudge.” Jay says. Perhaps this was why Sophie 
sometimes didn’t understand us she said we were both 
psychotic, I don’t think it was normal for people to move on 
from major things that quickly but that was Jay and I. 


“Cafe or home?” Jay asks. 


“Cafe’s closed today Maggie went to visit her sister.” I 
said, a frown taking over my face as my mind comes back 
to reality. The thought of Maggie always reminded me of 
Cyrus, they had always been a package deal. You couldn’t 
think of one without the other. It had been a while since 
Cyrus’ passing but time didn’t seem to help the pain, 
perhaps that was only for flesh wounds. We were all slowly 
recovering, but Cyrus would never be forgotten. 


“So home it is.” Jay says. 


He stops the car before the house giving me an odd pat 
on the head and I beam at him saying a quick goodbye 
before making my way down the pavement to the door. A 
frown took over my face as I noticed the lack of the large 
black SUV in the garage, Xavier wasn’t home. 


Opening the door with a the key and combination that 
he’d given me I walk in, making my way to my room. 
Dropping my bag onto the floor I make my way into my 
closet, changing quickly into light grey sweats and a white 
form fitting sweater. My chocolate coloured hair resting on 
it a stark contrast. Though the outfit was comfortable, and 


comfort was always key. I drop my clothes into the laundry 
basket wrinkling my nose at it slightly, it was nearly full. 
Maybe it was time to do some laundry. I pick it up ensuring 
to tuck the delicates into the bottom of the bucket incase 
Xavier decided to come home before I could finish. 


Making my way to Xavier’s room I try my best not to trip 
while the bucket blocks my view of where I was going. I go 
straight to his closet grabbing the bucket that sits right 
before it, I head to the laundry room, juggling the two huge 
buckets. I hum to myself as I pour the clothes in pouring in 
the soap and extra softener, Xavier’s softener smelled 
heavenly. A blush tints my cheeks as I catch sight of black 
boxer briefs, having no brothers I’d never had to do a 
man’s laundry, my father was very picky about the way his 
clothing was washed. No one else was allowed to do it for 
him, he had to do it himself, separating every colour, even 
different types of materials, and favourites. 


The door opens just as I finish setting the machine up, I 
close the door turning it on before walking out, to greet 
Xavier. My heart drops as my eyes lay on Xavier, his usual 
crisp looking dress shirt was wrinkled, but it was his eyes 
that were alarming, his stormy gaze was _ absolutely 
distraught. The kind of sadness that was dimming the silver 
in his eyes. A few more buttons than usual open exposing 
more of his chest, his hair absolutely dishevelled. He 
looked like a beautiful storm, but not the way he usually 
did, Xavier always looked impeccable. 


He drops the suit and briefcase on the floor covering the 
distance between us in long strides as I stand frozen 
staring at him wide eyed. His arms wrap around me as he 
tugs me to himself, burying my face into his chest. He leans 
down to rest his cheek on my head, his arms crushing me 
to him not allowing me to pull away. But neither did I want 
to, Xavier was upset. I managed to get my arms out of his 


hold wrapping them around him, snuggling my face further 
into him, pressing a kiss to his skin. A slight shudder 
passing through him as I clutched onto his shoulders 
tightly. Words weren’t always needed, sometimes the 
human touch could work miracles. 


His arms tightened around me, his chest heaving with 
exertion to keep upright. I wasn’t sure what had happened 
but it had taken so much out of him. I tried to pull away 
from him but his arms refused to loosen, he grumbled out a 
gruff no, his chest rumbling with it. I squirmed in his hold 
and he relented, biting the insides of his smooth cheeks, his 
jaw clenched tightly. I cupped his face softly within my 
hands, his clenched jaw softening slightly as he looks at me 
like a sad puppy. 


“What’s wrong love?” I asked softly my cheeks colouring 
slightly as I realized what I’d called him but that didn’t 
matter. The words sounded almost wrong coming from me, 
but the endearment had always been comforting to me, and 
I hoped it’d be the same for him. 


“IT did something horrible.” He whispered his voice 
cracking as he spoke. He swallows harshly his cheeks 
sinking in as he looks at me through his grey stormy eyes, 
from within those dark thick lashes. 


“What?” I whisper. His mouth opens, and closes as he 
looks at me his eyes flickering over my face he bites his lip 
as he stares into my eyes, before he seems to settle on a 
decision. He presses a kiss to my forehead, inhaling my 
scent deeply before letting go of me and walking to his 
room. I frown as I stare after him as he makes his way up 
the stairs refusing to look back at me. 


Sometimes it was good to give people space, but Xavier 
seemed like a person who had a bit too much of it. He was 
independent, intimidating but today he was distraught and 


no matter how ethereal he was he too needed somebody. I 
longed to be that somebody. 


I rushed up the stairs, not bothering to knock, he’d push 
me away, but that wouldn’t stop him and I wouldn’t let it 
stop me. I opened the door to see him sitting on the bed, 
he’d taken off his shirt his head in his hands, elbows resting 
on his thighs he lifted his head as the door hit the wall with 
gusto. His eyes red and watering slightly making my heart 
shatter. My poor Xavier. 


“Raine love why don’t you go eat something, I just need 
to tend to something.” He says turning his head away from 
me. 


I make my way over to him dropping to my knees in front 
of him. I rest my hand under his chin urging his face 
upwards. He stubbornly refuses to look at me, instead 
choosing to look right over my head. I pull his head 
downwards forcing his reddened eyes to lock with mine. 


“Stop pushing me away, I’m not going anywhere, I’m 
gonna be right here, no matter what. No matter how many 
times you politely tell me to get lost, or try to ignore me I 
am staying.” I say my voice thickening slightly. 


“T don’t deserve that.” He says his eyes turning slightly 
watery and I lean up resting my forehead against his, as my 
own eyes begin to burn. 


“You deserve the world, I don’t know what you did, but I 
do know you’re a good man Xavier.” I start but he 
interrupts me pulling away. 


“That’s where your wrong, I’m a monster, a beast, that’s 
how the townspeople put it isn’t it? You were right to run 
away from me, I can only ruin, I’ll ruin you if you stay. Run 
Raine. Run to where I won’t be able to get you, run to 
where you are safe from me, safe from the beast.” He says 


his voice wavering slightly turning to a whisper by the end 
as his head hangs in defeat. 


“You’re not, you’re the man who comforts me every step 
of the way, the only one to support my dreams no matter 
how impractical. The only one who likes my super sweet 
gingerbread latte, who holds me when I cry, you expect 
nothing and yet you give so much, you’re an angel.” I say 
softly, he looks at me, his eyes looking so deeply into my 
own. 


“T’m the furthest thing from an angel my love, if anything 
I’m the devil.” He says and I shakes my head. 


“Maybe all the devil wanted was love.” I whisper softly. I 
open my arms to him as he looks up at me once again, his 
broken heart visible through his gaze. He leans forward 
burying himself into me completely enveloping me in 
himself, as if he hoped we could somehow become one, as if 
he didn’t wish to be himself anymore, to be so alone 
anymore. 


I run my fingers through his hair as he stays buried deep 
in my arms, his body occasionally shaking slightly, and I 
press soft kisses to the side of his head occasionally. 


“I’m right here, I’m not going anywhere Xavier.” I coo 
into his ear softly, my breath hitching as his arms suddenly 
tighten further and he yanks me up onto the bed, flipping 
me under him. He wraps his arms tightly around my waist, 
burying his face innocently into my sweater clad chest. He 
presses a kiss to my throat very softly mumbling a small 
mine in his deep husky voice. 


I try to even my breathing so as not to startle him, 
resuming raking my fingers through his soft luscious locks. 
I press a kiss to the top of his head. Wrapping one arm 
tightly around his broad shoulders I hold him to me. 


My heart clenches as I feel his body heave slightly with a 
dry sob. 


“Xavier.” I call out to him softly and he looks up at me his 
lips a dark shade of red, his eyes reddening further, strands 
of his hair falling onto his forehead the darkness of them a 
warm contrast to his smooth tan skin. 


“What’s wrong baby?” I whisper quietly. 


“Don’t leave me Raine.” He whispers quietly his eyes 
holding a frenzic desperation as his hold tightens on me. 


“I’m just a monster without you and I-I can’t go back to 
that, don’t leave me alone in the dark.” He pleads softly in 
his velvety voice. 


“I’m here, you’re not alone, I’m right here next to you.” I 
say and he nods softly to himself resting his head back onto 
my chest gently. 


“Be mine.” He whispers into the fabric of my sweater. 


“What?” I ask my brows furrowing, he lifts his head off of 
my chest his stormy gaze meeting mine, his eyes looking 
like the severest of storms, but I’d always adored storms. 


“Please baby be mine, I don’t deserve you, I never will, 
no one does, but especially not me, you’re so pure and me, 
I’m tainted. I’m a selfish man Raine, I want you all to 
myself even though I know you deserve so much better 
then the likes of me. If I were a better man I’d let you 
leave, I’d help you leave, but I’m a horrible man.” I open 
my mouth to interrupt him but the look on his face makes 
me stop short, and I let him continue. 


“You’re the light and I’m the dark, but the light shines 
brightest in the darkest of places. Only in the embrace of 
the dark can the light truly illuminate. You’re my light 
angel. Before you my life was just blank, simply darkness 


you've lit it up my love, you’ve turned it into something 
bright, joyful, given me a reason to exist, a reason to go on. 
Be mine Raine.” He pleads, the storm in his eyes so 
passionate, a strange worship in them, so much more that 
was completely unfathomable to me. 


I cup his face pulling it up to my own, I press my lips 
tenderly to his. I tighten my hold around him, molding 
myself to him, as my lips move fervently against his. My 
hand going up to tangle in the strands of his dark hair at 
the nape of his neck as he matches my fervour, kissing me 
with an otherworldly passion. I trail my tongue softly over 
his soft plump red lips, as he shudders over me, trying to 
press himself closer, he bites my lower lip gently, tugging 
on it slightly his arms encasing me to him. Our heartbeats 
frantically attempting to sync with the other, trying to 
become one with the other. His tongue pries my lips open 
and I let him. He tries to taste every part of me, his tongue 
battling with my own. The very essence of Xavier seems to 
fill my senses the taste of him driving me insane, so 
intoxicating I didn’t understand how I would ever stop 
wanting it, stop wanting him. 


I break away from him entirely breathless as he trails 
fervent kisses down the soft skin of my throat to my collar 
bone, sucking on the tender skin there making me arch, 
pushing more into him. Which only encourages him as his 
hands try to grip onto me, hold me to him and never let me 
go. His hands roam my body over the light sweater I wear, 
my breath absolutely altering as his hand finds it way 
under my sweater meeting with the skin of my waist and he 
rests it there. The heat of his large rough calloused hands 
sinking into my skin is absolutely electrifying, as is he. I 
pull his face back up to me pressing my lips to his once 
again before pulling away and holding his face so that he 


looks into my eyes. His stormy eyes having melted back to 
the silver I loved. 


“I’m yours.” I whisper to him, and a heart stopping smile 
curves up his plump red lips, the kissing have made them 
seem more plump and red then ever. That deep dimple 
popping out on his cheek once more as he fondly nuzzles 
his face into the crook of my neck before looking back at 
me again. 


“Say it again.” He pleads. 


“I’m yours.” I say with a small smile and his eyes grow 
brighter. 


“Don’t ever stop saying it.” He whispers to me softly 
nipping at the skin of my throat and I grab onto his face 
pulling it away from my neck. 


“And you’re mine.” I whisper softly not believing it that 
this beautiful broken man that lay above me wished to be 
with me. 


“T’ve always been yours my love, from the very moment I 
first laid eyes on you, from the very first time I looked into 
those chocolate eyes. They shine so brightly they put the 
very stars to shame. From the first time I heard you laugh, 
Saw you smile, you’ve had me from the very start. I belong 
to you, I always will.” He tells me softly pressing his lips to 
mine. I move away from him scooting to the top of the bed, 
and an immediate pout takes over his beautiful face as he 
looks at me with the most heartbreaking look. A puppy 
after the owner stepped on its tail. 


“Nap before dinner?” I ask opening my arms to him and 
he nods with a soft smile moving up the bed engulfing me 
in his arms again. His arms wrap tightly around my waist 
and he yanks me closer so that I half lay on him as I tangle 
my legs with his, my Xavier. 


I smile up at him softly giggling as he leans down to rub 
his nose with mine gently, peppering kisses all over my 
face, ensuring to take advantage of my lips being right 
before him. As he pulls away I look up at him with bright 
eyes, giggles still escaping my lips and a small smile forms 
on his lips as his eyes fill with devotion. I let out a small 
yawn blinking my eyes sleepily, sending a smile of my own 
to him. 


“I love you.” He says softly, and my breath catches in my 
throat as I look at him wide eyed. 


“IT love you so much, I’ve never loved anyone like this 
ever, the way that I love you, I don’t think anyone has ever 
loved anyone this much. I won’t ever stop loving you, I 
can’t. It’s like breathing to me. You’ve become my world my 
love.” He whispers pulling me to him. 


“Xa—” I start but he pulls my face to his bare chest 
cocooning me in his warmth, as he shushes me gently. The 
strong sound of his steady heartbeat calming my own 
heart, which beats erratically in my chest. 


“You don’t have to say anything, I love you, if you ever 
love me then tell me for now I’m ecstatic to simply be with 
you.” He says softly into my hair. 


“My little love, my Raine.” He whispers gently pressing a 
warm kiss to my head before resting his cheek on my head. 
Tightening his grip on me and we fall asleep together, in 
the sweetest of ecstasies. 


A|N------------------02 22 2n none nnn nnn cn enna — 
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it is a new chapter. I’m gonna try to keep updating quick 
but it’s midterm season and flu season but I promise I will 
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Chapter 39 


His arm wound tightly around me as he pressed himself 
right against me, every crook, every crevice pressed 
against my own. His chest rose and fell with every breath, 
every breath that I could feel within me. I had been slightly 
irritated all day, having been unable to fall asleep last 
night, and then having woken up much too early. Nothing 
seemed to be going right today, I’d somehow even managed 
to boil the water for too long for my tea and it had spilled, 
as had my shampoo as I’d showered. But something about 
his touch made me forget all about my previous irritation. 


His heartbeat frantically, matching my own as he leaned 
down pressing a soft kiss to the outside of my ear, making 
me squirm slightly. My mom had always said if a man truly 
loved you, no matter how long you’ve been together his 
heart will go haywire when he’s near you. A heart in love is 
naive, it tries so hard to beat its way out of its rightful place 
to touch its’ beloved. 


“How is my love doing?” Xavier questions quietly, trailing 
kisses leisurely from my jaw to the base of my throat. 
“F-fine.” I replied attempting but failing to hide my 
breathlessness, trying to keep steady the paint brush in my 
hand. Xavier had always been affectionate but these last 
few weeks nearly had my heart failing. Every time he was 
near me, I struggled to breath and it was as if he couldn’t 
stay away. 


“Just fine?” He asked his tongue flicking out to lick at the 
tick in my jaw, making me swallow nervously as I tried to 
suppress the shiver that begged to rake through me. 
“Fantastic.” I tried making him chuckle softly as his arms 


tightened around my waist whirling me around so that I 
faced him, unfortunately though the brush I was holding 
landed right on the pristine white collar of his shirt. My 
eyes widened as I looked at the chocolate brown coloured 
paint that was now scattered on his shirt, a dot of it landing 
on his sharp jaw. 


Unthinkingly I licked my thumb reaching up to try to get 
the paint off, my thumb rubbing at his jaw. He had a very 
sharp jaw, if I ever needed to slice toast and there wasn’t 
any knife around I could probably just use his face. My 
fingers wandered over the length of his jaw, analyzing how 
the slicing would work before I realized what I was doing. 


“I’m so sorry.” I said hastily grabbing a nearby towel to 
dab at his shirt, but it only seemed to smear further, but I 
wasn’t going to let the paint win. I rubbed furiously at the 
paint, slapping at Xavier’s hand as he tried to grab for the 
towel. I placed my hand on his well defined collar bone 
giving myself more space to work. I finally took off the 
towel to get a glimpse of my success gasping when I 
realized it had just spread more. 


“Oh my, I’m sorry it wasn’t supposed to spread.” I 
mumbled. 


My lips formed a subconscious pout as I looked up at him 
hopelessly, letting out an angry huff when I saw the 
amusement shining in his silver eyes. I tried to move away 
from him but his hold on my waist was tight, arms 
encircling it firmly. I awkwardly folded my arms over my 
chest in the space I had, turning my face away from him, 
only looking at him from the corner of my eyes. 


My jaw nearly dropped as he unwound one arm from 
around my waist, undoing the buttons of his shirt leisurely 
before yanking it off. His smooth tan skin stretched tautly 
over the large muscles of his broad chest, his shoulders 


wide, muscles lining up on his stomach to create a six pack 
worthy of a fitness commercial, or Greek God, whichever 
suited him best. His arms were large and packed with 
muscle, in all he was beautiful, a type of masculine beauty 
that could leave a beholder gaping. I turned my face 
further away from him, his perfection only angering me, 
why was he so perfect, it was distracting me from my 
anger. 


A lock of hair fell onto my forehead from my messily 
done bun placed at the top of my head and I blew at it 
angrily. 


A warm hand cupped my face gently, turning me to face 
him, he angled my face upwards leaning down to press his 
lips to my angry pout. My eyes unwillingly fluttering shut 
as his lips touched mine. His lips move tenderly against 
mine as he pulls me closer to him, his hand travelling to the 
back of my head and tilting it further back so that he could 
deepen the kiss. His hand lightly travel over my head 
before landing on my bun, and he unfurls it gently, allowing 
my unruly chocolate waves to fan around us as he takes 
away every coherent thought from my mind. He bites my 
bottom lip ever so softly, pecking my lips before pulling 
away. 


“My silly baby.” He mumbles softly against my lips, his 
lips brushing against mine with every word, making it a 
little difficult for me to follow. 


“I’m sorry about your shirt I really didn’t mean to.” I say 
biting into the inside of my cheek peeking up at him from 
under my lashes. 


“You can make it up to me with another kiss.” He says 
huskily his melting silver eyes aglow with mischief. My 
cheeks heat up, but I comply nonetheless. 


I tip toe placing my hands onto his shoulders, my cheeks 
reddening further as my hands came in contact with his 
heated silky smooth skin. I try to pull him down so I could 
reach his lips and he puts up absolutely no resistance, his 
large build seeming to melt into me as I place my lips onto 
his. His body moulds around me the way it seems to always 
do when we are so close, and this time I let my tongue dart 
out to travel over his lips, the small shudder that takes 
through him only encouraging me. I bite into his bottom lip 
gently the way he had mine, tugging it lightly, eliciting a 
low husky groan from him. I pull away from him, blinking 
up at him slowly and he smiles, pressing a kiss to my 
forehead. 

“My Raine.” He mumbles against my skin. 


“Okay you got your apology, now help me paint.” I say 
Slightly excited, I’d discovered this room while pacing 
around as I always did when on the phone. Completely 
unpainted, and since it was reading week, I’d offered to 
paint it. 


I’d asked him what colour he wanted, since it was his 
house but looking at me tenderly his eyes staring into my 
own he’d said chocolate brown. Making me wrinkle my 
nose as I stared at him, a whole room chocolate brown. 


“Why chocolate brown?” I’d asked, but being the aloof 
chipmunk he was he simply responded. 


“T have my reasons.” His smile was secretive, and despite 
the fact that I didn’t completely agree, it was his house so 
chocolate brown the room would be. 


I handed him a brush, watching him closely as he walked 
towards the wall, his hand completely steady as he made a 
smooth run down the wall, no brushstroke left behind, the 
colour was so smooth. I huffed inwardly, I was secretly 
hoping he’d need help, he was practically the best at 


everything he did, and apparently painting walls was just a 
part of all that, absolutely infuriating. 


“So I guess you don’t need help.” I said to no one in 
particular, moving away from him, and he turned around 
frowning at the place in which I’d stood ever so close to 
him. 


I got back to painting, but me being the average human I 
was didn’t have inhumanely stable hands, so sadly I had to 
paint over stuff numerous times to ensure it looked smooth. 
Tiring process but also somehow peaceful. I peeked back at 
Xavier nearly gasping at the weird squiggly mess he was 
making on the wall, dipping way too much paint, and his 
hands shaking. I rushed towards him holding his hand in 
mine, to steady it. 


“What happened?” I asked, stumped as to what had 
changed in the last minute to make him go from Picasso to 
chipmunk on drugs. 


“IT guess I can’t paint.” He said turning towards me, his 
eyes widening slightly, innocently, nearly too innocently but 
I paid no heed to it. 


“IT can teach you.” I said, trying to play it cool, he didn’t 
need to how happy I was knowing he needed my help in 
something. 


“Thank you love.” He said letting me step in front of him 
as he wrapped an arm around my waist, and I let him. The 
proximity would help him see the technique up close. He 
leaned into me, letting me guide his hand, his warm bare 
skin a constant heat source in the cold of the empty room. 


“Let me grab a roller, I have one upstairs.” I say tugging 
away from him, nearly skipping up the stairs. Finally there 
was something I was good at, something he would have to 
call on me for help in. I grabbed the roller from where it sat 


in the department store bag in the foyer, grabbing two 
water bottles from the fridge for the both of us. I made my 
way merrily back to the empty room, my jaw nearly 
dropping as I see the conniving house cat Xavier painting 
quickly over the portion I’d done, smoothing it out to 
perfection. So he did know how to paint, he’d lied. 


Perhaps it was the studying I’d been doing for the past 
week, or the lack of sleep, or the building frustration from 
failing to paint this room but something snapped within me. 
I dropped the water bottles, from my arms. Xavier’s eyes 
widening as he whirls around to look at the cause of the 
noise. But before he could utter out an apology I launched 
myself at him, not even noticing how I’d accidentally 
dipped the roller into the tray of paint that lay on a stool 
while tackling him. 


“You lied.” I said through clenched teeth, I was basically 
seeing red. 
“Well not exactly.” He says and I try to growl but instead a 
really weird sound rips from my throat, resembling more a 
startled kittens screech then the angry roar of the wolf I 
was going for. But the more deranged the more terrifying, 
it would do. 


“Care to explain.” I seeth, my flailing hands that held the 
roller accidentally rolling over his face. My eyes widened in 
horror as I watched his beautiful structured face get 
doused in chocolate brown paint. That would take a whole 
lot of licking to get off. Well water would do too, actually it 
would work much better. 


“Oh my.” I mumbled softly. 
“I’m SO SOITry.” 


“That’s it.” Xavier growled flipping us over, his hand 
cupping my head to ensure he didn’t hurt me. 


“You my little kitten are going to pay for that.” He says 
his silver eyes glinting dangerously, a playful undertone in 
them and I gulp nervously. I clench my eyes shut tightly as 
his arm raises, mentally praying to the gods to save me. 


I almost sputter out as something slimy and cold gets 
smeared onto my neck. I open my eyes to see Xavier atop 
me smirking slightly as he holds a paintbrush, nearly 
dripping with paint. 


“You little chipmunk.” I squeak and his eyes widen 
before amusement settles into them, which vanishes 
quickly as I let out a loud war cry. 


I dip my whole hand into the tray of paint smearing it all 
over his broad chest. Pushing him off me as he stills for a 
moment, sliding away. Managing to get back onto my feet, I 
grab the roller dipping it into the paint, accidentally getting 
some on my hands as well before running. 


“Get back here.” He growls playfully and I look back to 
see him chasing after me, his gigantic hands doused in 
paint that drips onto the floors as he chases after me. I let 
out a loud screech at his proximity as I quicken my pace, 
my giggling not helping me run. 


His hand grips onto my hip as he tugs me back, smearing 
the paint onto my shirt, but saving some for my nose as 
well. 


“Do you have a nose fetish?” I yell laughing. 


“T have a you fetish.” He whispers leaning down to press 
his lips to mine in a sweet peck. I smile up at him 
innocently before giving him another face full of paint with 
the roller, before pushing him away and bolting out of 
there, dropping the roller in my haste. I run into another 
room absolutely breathless, as I throw myself behind the 
couch trying not to get any paint on it. 


I try to calm my breath as I sit crouched behind the large 
black couch, leaning upwards to see over it. His husky deep 
laugh echoes around the house as he runs around trying to 
find me. My eyes widen as I see his broad back dart into 
the room in front of the one I was in. Throwing myself down 
onto the ground as he whirls around. My heartbeat 
speeding up as I hear every step, but they seem to slow as 
they get closer. I slam my hand onto my face, trying to 
quiet my breathing. The door swings open further and I 
lower myself again, waiting for a few moments behind the 
couch silently, trying not to let out any noise whatsoever. 


I peek up over the couch after a few moments have 
passed preparing myself to see my silver eyed mountain 
covered in chocolate paint, but instead I see absolutely 
nothing. No sounds are heard either, this was always a part 
of every hide and seek game, the wait for the prey to come 
out. But it was also why I lost every time I couldn’t contain 
myself. I get up slowly, cautiously making my way towards 
the door. I step out my heart beating increasing ten fold 
taking a look around, but the house looks completely 
serene. 


A loud scream escapes my lips as large warm arms wrap 
around me tugging me into a firm broad chest. 


“Caught you.” A deep husky voice mumbles softly into 
my ear. A small giggle escapes me as he nuzzles his nose 
into the side of my neck, pressing soft kisses there as he 
holds me in his arms, my feet not touching the floor. 


“Put me down Xavier.” I say squirming. 
“Nope mine.” He grumbles out primally. 
“Xavier.” I whine. 


“My prize, I found you, now I get to keep you.” He says 
gruffly carrying me into the room, fantastic he’d gone all 


Caveman. 


He placed me gently onto the leather couch, laying down 
atop me, he’d somehow managed to wipe off most of the 
paint from his face, but the bit on his chest was now all 
over my shirt, it was pretty much ruined now. I wiped the 
paint off my nose with my sleeve grumbling to myself. 


“What are you mumbling about?” He asks snuggling his 
face into my chest, his arms wound tightly around my 
waist. 


“About how I should’ve thrown my overgrown house cat 
away a long time ago.” I grumble, huffing. He buries his 
face further into my chest. 


” 


“You’re sort of stuck with me love.” He says, and a 
squeak escapes me as he bites the skin of my side gently 
atop my Henley. 


“You little.” I mumble but he only lazily lifts his head to 
look at me, his plump lips tilting up into a small smirk, 
making the dimple I adored pop out. He purposely leans up 
gently biting the skin exposed at the top of my chest. 


“That’s it. You are going back to the pound.” I yell 
grabbing his ear and he looks up at me with the saddest, 
largest silver eyes I’ve ever seen making my heart melt. 
Chocolate brown paint was still smudged at the corners of 
his face, bronzing his lightly tanned skin, quite a bit in the 
front locks of his hair. He quite literally looked like an 
adorable cat who’d gotten itself into a whole lot of trouble. 
He was too cute to give away, not like I ever would have, 
even though the cat now bit, it was my oversized cat, my 
Xavier. 
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Chapter 40 


Hot steam blew into the air leaving a shrill noise in its 
wake. Knocking me out of my reverie a small squeak 
escaping me as I jumped away from the counter. My hand 
flew up to my chest as I tried to calm my heart beat, 
chuckling to myself. I’ve always been a daydreamer but 
recently it’s gotten worse, but I didn’t allow my mind to 
delve into why, though it wasn’t something to think about. 
The mere thought of him made my heart drum faster, his 
memories brought a smile to my face, and his eyes, his 
silver eyes, they had me fighting to stay upright. 
“Daydreaming?” A soft voice called from behind me and I 
peeked over my shoulder to see Maggie there smirking. 
This teasing was common, since the unfortunate day that 
Xavier had decided to kiss me in front of them all. The very 
thought had blood rushing to my cheeks. 


The way his intense gaze had stayed on me as we 
walked, warm skin searing my skin from where his arm was 
wound around my waist, my side sometimes touching his as 
we walked. He’d held open the door for me his hand 
lingering at the small of my back as I made my way 
through. I’d turned towards him to bid him farewell not 
even catching sight of my three favourite imbeciles making 
their way out of the back room. 


His stormy grey gaze was locked with mine as his arm 
coiled tighter around my waist the reluctance to let me go 
showing clear in his gaze. A sweet longing that melted my 
heart but beneath it was a hunger, a hunger that had my 
breath hitching in my throat as he leaned in ever so slowly. 
His soft plump lips crashed into mine, encapturing me 
completely as his other arm came around me to, yanking 


me into him, so close not even air could pass through us. 
Our lips moved together ever so softly, but so smoothly, as 
if made to be interlocked, his tongue darting out to lick 
over my bottom lip ever so gently, stealing away the very 
last coherent thoughts I had. My hand went up to his hair 
tugging the dark strands between my fingers the way I 
subconsciously knew he loved. The need for oxygen 
forgotten, we’d sunk into each other, become one, we 
moulded together so well I couldn’t tell where he began 
and I ended, our frantic hearts beat against our chests. The 
clanging of steel falling pulled me out of my haze as I 
pulled away from him abruptly, ignoring the way his eyes 
dug into me accusingly. 


Sophie, Maggie stood there gaping at us their eyes wide, 
Jay’s jaw dropped, a coffee pot laying near his feet. My own 
eyes widened as I realized what they had witnessed, I’d 
wanted to tell them at a more appropriate time in a more 
appropriate way so that they wouldn’t make a big deal out 
of it all. My heart sunk as I realized what I was going to go 
through. They would never shut up about it. Xavier yanked 
me further into him, not liking the way their stares dug into 
me, his whole body tensing as he sensed my discomfort. I 
finally looked back up at him to see him staring down at me 
already, silently telling me he was right there, silently 
comforting me. 


I swallowed nervously as I looked back at those three but 
he gently grabbed a hold of my chin turning my face back 
towards him. He leaned down so that his face was level 
with mine, leaning closer to press his lips to mine once 
again in a chaste kiss his face gently nudging mine to the 
side so he could whisper in my ear. 

“Would you like me to stay?” He asked quietly but before I 
could reply a loud squeal had us both turning towards the 
three that stood watching us. 


“You guys are finally together, I knew it, I knew you 
would eventually see what we all saw.” Maggie squealed, 
dragging the other two who strung along like dolls, 
absolutely shell shocked as she skipped ahead. 

“Oh honey I’m so happy for you, why didn’t you tell me?” 
Maggie said her beautifully aged face forming a heart 
melting pout. 

“T-I.” I start still a little wide eyed but am interrupted by 
Jay. 

“You didn’t tell me I’m your best friend, I get you didn’t tell 
her, but why not me.” Jay said gesturing to Sophie earning 
a hey from her in protest. 


“T-I just wanted to wait so I could avoid this.” I say softly, 
looking anywhere but them. Jay and Sophie attack me with 
questions that have me blushing and praying Xavier had 
gone momentarily deaf, though I was only half listening my 
eyes were on Maggie who had approached Xavier. 

“T always liked you honey, I’m happy that little thing finally 
sees what we’ve been able to see for so long. I know your 
going to make her happy honey, I wouldn’t trust anyone 
else with my little Raine.” Maggie said softly her hands 
resting on Xavier’s broad shoulders as he lent down so she 
could speak to him. A small smile coming to my face as I 
heard her words, only knocked out of my happy mood when 
Jay’s words registered. 

“You did sleep with him.” He shrieked making my eyes 
widen as I slap my hand onto his annoying little fat mouth. 
“What are you talking about you creep I did not sleep with 
him.” I whisper at him frantically and the smirk in his 
candy apple green eyes is evident as his mouth opens and 
knowing what’s happening next I quickly yank my hand 
away, the nasty little chipmunk would’ve licked my hand. 
He grins a toothy grin at me throwing his arm around my 
head, digging his fist into my hair and I struggled to pull 
away from him, scowling at him as I finally managed to. 


yw 


“You’re doing it again.” Maggie sang breaking me out of 
my memory of the day she’d found out. 
“IT wasn’t thinking about him.” I lied, and Maggie’s smile 
turned sarcastic as she nodded her head with mocking 
eyes. 
“Yep and I’m still twenty years old riding around on a 
motorcycle.” Maggie said making my interest peak. 
“You had a motorcycle?” I ask Maggie and she nods 
dismissivelly. 
“Don’t change the the topic darling, I was hot that’s a given 
but we are talking about you and your silver eyed truffle.” 
She says making me giggle, and she rolled her eyes at my 
childishness, a small smile coming to her face. 
“How’s Xavier doing?” She asked. 
“He’s fine.” I say trying to be nonchalant. 
“After the many years you’ve been coming to this cafe 
during your family vacations with your parents, and your 
two years of working here all your favourite old lady gets is 
fine?” She asks. 
“You’re not old Maggie.” I say trying to change the topic 
again. 
“Not gonna work.” She retorts bemused. 


“He’s great, I’m just slightly worried, I think he 
purposely doesn’t go to work sometimes or leaves early 
when he comes to know I’m home. I feel bad what if that 
starts affecting his business. Then he’ll hate me and he 
already doesn’t have many reasons to love me I mean I’m 
me, the type to mumble to myself, and just stick to the 
sidelines and he’s the type who whenever he goes 
anywhere eyes follow him and I’m so plain. He’s absolutely 
wonderful, quiet but when he speaks he always says 
something that you are going to remember for years to 
come. Intelligent but not cocky, or flaunting, and you’ve 
seen him so you know the looks dilemma.” I finish off. 
“Honey you are so much more then you think you are, 


you’re adorable and kind and so beautiful and I’ve always 
hoped someday you’d meet someone who’d show you that, 
and now you have him. Do me a favour Raine, take care of 
him, don’t ever let your insecurities get between you two, 
that boy doesn’t let people in, but you Raine, he’s letting 
you in.” She says softly and I stare at her silently for a 
moment before nodding. Walking away, I didn’t know if it 
was possible anymore, if I’d be able to do it. 


“IT won't.” I promise and she smiles walking away to tend 
to the mother and daughter looking at books. The sweet 
little girl smiled up at her beautiful mother, and my heart 
melted, a small sad smile coming on my face I missed my 
own parents. Independence was great, and one should 
work to achieve it but God did I miss my parents. My 
beautiful mom, her soft warm hugs, that lavender and 
honey smell that seemed to just be a part of her. The way 
she’d immediately know if I was upset even if I pretended 
otherwise. 


In high school I wasn’t one of the popular kids, my nerdy 
persona and unathletic relatively petite physique didn’t 
make me a huge hit with my peers. I hadn’t ever been 
bullied but never had I had friends who I truly understood 
or clicked with. I was a bit of a loner, sometimes choosing 
to spend lunches alone in the library rather than in the 
company of friends I had to put effort into when making 
conversation with. Jay and Sophie were my only two real 
friends, people who prioritized me, who I clicked with, who 
were my first choice and I theirs. My parents always 
encouraged me to go out more as a child but I’d rather 
read then spend time with people who I wasn’t prioritized 
for and neither they for me. My parents had been there for 
me all through that, I couldn’t be more thankful for either 
of them. Maggie and Cyrus were great, parental figures in 


the absence of my own. Perhaps the only reason my parents 
had let me move away for university. 


The door swung open Jay and Sophie tumbled in, shaking 
the snow off their caps smiling sheepishly as Maggie 
scowled at them for all the snow they’d dragged in along 
with them. 


“Pumpkin patch, how are you?” Jay said wrapping his 
arm around my neck loosely. 
“Why don’t you two just get a job here, you spend most of 
your time here anyway.” I said to them although I’d never 
complain I loved these two despite how moronic they were, 
they were my morons. My brand of moron. 
“Like I’d hire them.” Maggie snorted as she walked by and 
Jay’s hand flew to his throat his jaw dropping as he stared 
after her appalled, eliciting a small giggle from me. 
“Please we are the most diligent workers out there.” 
Sophie said swinging an arm around Jay who wrinkled his 
nose at her in distaste. 
“You, please a sloth is more diligent then you.” Jay said 
pushing her off him. 
“Well a pigeons smarter then you.” Sophie said and I 
looked at her in confusion since when were pigeons 
considered stupid. 
“Thousands of them fly right into windows and die.” She 
says and I snort unattractively my hand immediately flying 
up to covering my face I was a horrible person, that should 
not have been amusing to me at all. Jay smirked at me 
knowing I wanted to laugh but was trying to hold it in. 


The jerk made a flying bird gesture with his two hands, 
letting the supposed bird fly around happily and then 
hitting it splat onto the glass display of bakery making me 
burst out in fits of laughter. I shoved my fist in front of my 
face but Jay pulled it away laughing. 

“You don’t have to be so good all the time Raine.” He said 


“Says Satan.” I giggled making his signature appalled look 
reappear not helping my giggle case. 


“Darling I’m an angel if you’ve ever seen one, not only 
because I have an innocent seduction but because I’m just 
a sweetheart.” Jay says making my eyes widen as I see the 
face of the poor man who stands behind him looking 
terrified of Jay as he speaks. 

“Innocent seduction you’re as demonic as they come.” 
Sophie says pushing Jay away from me. 

“Stop rubbing your demonic germs all over her if silver 
eyes finds out he’s gonna rip your tonsils out.” She says 
and Jay’s candy apple eyes widen as his hand reaches up to 
touch the bottom of his throat softly. 

“They’re higher up.” I mouth to him and he nods in 
appreciation fixing the location of his hand. 


“Okay I’m going home peasants, I have a date.” He says 

running his tongue over his lips slowly purposely and I 
wrinkle my nose as Sophie pretends to gag. 
“Bye pumpkins.” He yells waltzing out the door happily, 
smiling widely at an old lady who pushes him roughly into 
the glass door grumbling to herself, making my eyes widen 
as Sophie lets out a snort. Jay freezes for a second before 
shrugging and carrying on his way, making his merry way 
to terrify the rest of the disgruntled villagers with his 
happiness. 


“Sophie get out from behind the counter dear, it’s only 
for employees.” Maggie calls from the backroom making 
Sophie pout childishly as she sulkily walks to the nearest 
table plopping down. 


My back aches by the time I get off work, as the weather 
grows cold more people drop by to pick up a hot beverage 
on their way home. As much as I adored working here it 


could get tiring when running around to attend to all 
customers. 


I take out my phone to call Xavier nearly dropping the 
latte I’m holding when it starts buzzing itself. I pick up 
cheerily, it wasn’t uncommon an occurrence for the ever 
overprotective Xavier to call right when my shift was over. 
My heart drops as I hear the voice on the other side. 
“Raine.” Jay sniffles softly over the phone. 

“Jay, honey what’s wrong?” I ask softly, he was supposed to 
be on a date, the very date he was so excited for. 

“R-Raine he didn’t s-show up.” Jay says quietly over the 
phone and my eyes sting slightly as I hear him sniffle again. 
“I’m coming over okay honey, you stay right there I’ll be at 
yours in ten minutes.” I tell Jay. 

“No Raine go home.” He says sadly. 

“I’m coming over.” I say hanging up on him, my poor little 
candy apple eyed munchkin. 


I message Xavier quickly letting him know I’m staying at 
Jay’s tonight. My phone buzzes again signalling he’s 
calling. 

“Raine I’m coming to pick you up, I'll drive you.” Xavier 
says into the phone. 

“Jay’s house is very close, I’ll be there before your even 
halfway here, I’ll be fine I promise I’ll message you when I 
get there okay. I’ll see you later okay bye Xavier.” I say 
ending the call before he has time to protest. It wasn’t even 
very late I’d be fine, the streets still had many people 
making their way home from work. 


I hurried over to Jay’s home my nose completely freezing 
in the cold, I stuffed my hands into my pockets happy I’d 
worn my furry pocketed coat. 


I jogged towards his door, knocking on it. Bouncing 
slightly as I wait for him to open the door. The door is 


thrown open, a red puffy eyed Jay stands behind it, dressed 
in a large sweater and sweat pants, his thin nose red, a 
tissue pressed into his hand. 


I throw my arms around his neck, and he cuddles close 
like a little kid, sniffling softly, my little bunny. I pull away 
shutting the door behind us leading him to his living room 
where crumpled tissues litter the table. I settle him onto 
the couch quickly yanking off my coat and scarf, hanging 
them both before plopping myself beside him. 

“Do you want to talk about it?” I ask softly. 

“Raine h-he didn’t even show up, I-I really like him and he 
didn’t even show up.” He says, wiping his nose with a 
tissue. 

“Maybe there was an emergency or he got caught up in 
something.” I offer up. 


“Yeah his girlfriend.” He says, what a horrible cheating 
skank. 
“Was he bisexual?” I ask and Jay shakes his head in a no. 
“He messaged me after that I was just some fun, and that 
he’s not a faggot like me.” Jay says and my heart drops. 
“Oh Jay.” I say softly and he licks his parched lips looking 
up at me with big candy apple green eyes, shining with 
tears. 
“That’s what my parents called me when they kicked me 
out of the house.” Jay says softly. His parents were unable 
to accept him for who he was, and instead of attempting to 
understand they’d decided throwing him out and refusing 
to admit he was related to them was the best option. 


“Jay honey you’re not a faggot, that’s a horrible way to 
put it. Why does it matter who you like, you’re the funniest, 
brightest most adorable person on this planet, whether you 
like Daniel or Daniella doesn’t matter.” I say softly 
wrapping my arms around him and tugging him into me. 
He cuddles close into me, resting his head on my shoulder 


and I pat his back softly, my poor little bunny. 

“T tried to kill myself Raine, when I’d first gotten here, I 
had no one, my own parents thought I was an abomination 
but then I met Sophie, and then you and you guys became 
my family. I promised myself I’d never cry again over 
somebody calling me crude names but here I am again. I’m 
pathetic aren’t I Raine?” He asks softly. 

“Jay you’re not pathetic, you’re the loveliest person I know, 
the life of the party, you hide your pain so deep within you 
but sometimes it comes bubbling to the surface that’s not 
weakness that’s just a crack in your steel armour, letting it 
out helps. Let it out Jay, you know I love you right, like the 
brother I’ve never had I'll always be here to hold you when 
you cry, cause you’ve always made me laugh when I was 
crying. Sophie and you may pretend to hate each other but 
she loves you more then herself. We’d both do anything for 
our naughty little sniffling bunny.” I coo to him softly. 


“Thank you pumpkin.” He says a small smile on his face. 
He clears the tears on his face snuggling before throwing 
the tissue into the trash bin. 

“No problem bunny.” I say flicking his nose lightly. 

“T don’t know how I feel about that new nickname, I think 
I’m a bit too hot for it, you’re gonna have to find something 
else.” He says shaking his head in mock sympathy. 

“You will always be my adorable little green eyed 
munchkin, and you’re so adorable when you sniffle so 
bunny is perfect.” I say pinching his cheeks and he scowls 
at me slapping my hands away. His shiny green eyes still 
look dimmer then usual, and I remember the Lindt 
chocolate I had in my bag. I grab my bag, taking out the 
hazelnut Lindt bar I had in it, offering it to him and his eyes 
brighten slightly. 

“Thanks pumpkin.” He says grabbing it from me breaking 
half of it and offering me the other. I grab of it from him 
pressing a quick kiss to the top of his head, before getting 


up to grab the remote. A few good chick flicks were 
definitely in order. 


We both sobbed silently as she waltzed into the perfume 
store, purchasing the bottle of the perfume he’d 
recommended. As beautiful a movies as Me Before You was 
it left both me and Jay hysterical. If Sophie were here she’d 
most likely make fun of us, and the knowledge she wasn’t 
let us cry in comfort. She was the warrior as she liked to 
call it amongst us, I her loyal steed and Jay the damsel, 
with a large bust as Sophie loved to say to Jay’s 
bemusement. 


Jay and I were both buried under our own blankets, it 
being quite likely that we had more chocolate in our 
bloodstream then actual blood. We’d stuffed our faces with 
every chocolate thing we could find until we’d very well 
near puked. He’d given me some of his clothes to change 
into, it seemed like clothing designed for males was just 
always comfier. 


“That was, that was oh my Raine now I just want to go 
out and find myself a man like that.” He says and I nod in 
agreement my puffy eyes falling shut and I struggle to stay 
awake, but end up losing the battle to exhaustion. 


I’m woken up by a soft plushy thing hitting the top of my 
head and I jolt back into the conscious world. 
“What?” I mumble annoyed as I catch sight of Jay looking 
at me wide eyed hiding his creme coloured pillow. 
“You were talking in your sleep.” He says his eyes still 
slightly wide, voice a bit airy. 
“Yeah well that’s a common occurrence, now go back to 
sleep you nitwit.” I say cuddling back into my own pillow. 
“You said you loved him.” Jay says and I frown at him in 
confusion before my eyes widen as I realize who I had been 
dreaming about. 


“You said you loved Xavier.” Jay says his mouth slightly 
agape. 

“Are you sure?” I ask. 

“Yeah Raine I wouldn’t lie about this.” Jay screeches. 


“Maybe I just mumbled it in my sleep, like an accident.” I 
Say. 
“Was it an accident, or do you actually love him?” Jay asks 
his brow raised. 
“T don’t know.” I whine dropping my face onto my pillow, I’d 
just woken up this wasn’t something I could deal with right 
now I wasn’t even fully coherent. But matters of the heart 
weren’t seen through using coherence. 
“Oh come on Raine you have to know.” He says. 
“Okay at least tell me how you feel about him, how does he 
make you feel.” He says his eyes wide as he grabs my 
elbow yanking me so I’m sitting up properly facing him. 


“T don’t know, I just with him I’m just I’m, I’m so many 
things. Im at ease, but I can’t breathe. He makes my 
heartbeat quicken until its beating it’s way out of my chest, 
makes my mouth go dry. I can’t think clearly when I’m 
around him and it’s terrifying but I’ve never felt safer then 
when I’m with him. We are complete opposites but we go 
together so well as if we were two parts of a puzzle made 
to be placed together. Every moment away from him feels 
like an eternity, and every moment with him like a blissful 
forever. It hurts to be away from him, it hurts to see him 
hurt, to see him frown. When he smiles or laughs my spirits 
just lift instantly, it’s uncontrollable. He looks at me in this 
way that just its inexplicable, the way that he looks at me 
suddenly I don’t feel ordinary anymore. It’s as if I’m the 
solution to every unanswered question, every problem, 
some sort of miracle.” I finish off. 


My eyes widen as I turn back to Jay who’s already 
staring at me. 


“I love him.” I breathe out, looking back at Jay who nods 
smiling. 

“T have to tell him.” I say and Jay nods again, seeming to be 
unable to do anything else. 

“Okay well tomorrow when he comes to pick me up.” I say 
pulling my blanket up to my shoulders again, only to have it 
yanked rudely by Jay. 

“No Raine now, come on I’m driving you, get changed back 
into your sweater or he’s gonna kill me if he sees you in my 
clothes and then probably carry you away and make you 
spaghetti.” He says and I stare at him wide eyed, those 
were the most likely order of events. But I just couldn’t do 
it now, that was scary and it was so late. This wasn’t the 
right time for a declaration of love, but then what was. 
“Come on Raine, life is too short to not tell the person you 
love that you love them. Don’t make him pine any longer.” 
He says and I nod slowly. He was right I had to tell him. 


“Let’s go.” I yell suddenly grabbing his arm and tugging 
him up. 
“Wait here, I’ll just change.” I say, my heartbeat is off the 
charts as I change quickly in Jays washroom, tugging back 
on my creme sweater and leggings. 


“Okay I’m ready.” I say, and Jay grabs my hand running 
out the door screeching like the imbecile he was. I barely 
register the drive, the sound of my blood pumping is so 
loud in my ears. I loved Xavier, I loved him. I was in love 
with the very man I’d been terrified of just months back. 
The car stops and I look at Jay wide eyed, about to ask him 
why we stopped until I realize we were already there. 
“Thank you.” I say to Jay and he nods grabbing me into a 
hug. 

“Oh my babies growing up so fast.” He says pressing a kiss 
to the side of my head. 


“Good luck baba pie.” He calms after me as I run towards 
the door. 


I fumble through my purse my hands shaking as I force 
the key into the door, slowly unlocking the door. I try to 
calm my breath as I make my way in. I set my scarf and 
coat on the table in the foyer too excited to hang it, now I 
just had to find Xavier. Keeping my bag with me, in my 
anxious state I wanted to have something soft to cling onto. 
A thump sounds from further into the home, curse his home 
for being so large. 


Holding my bag tightly to my chest I tip toe towards from 
where the noise had sounded, I would surprise him. An 
uncontrollable smile comes onto my face despite the way 
my heart beats frantically in my chest. I was nearly 
breathless. Another loud crash sounded almost making me 
scream, nearly giving away my position what was that man 
doing, throwing himself into walls. 


I rested my hand onto my chest, leaning against the wall 
for a minute trying to gather myself, so I wasn’t panting in 
front of him. I leaned around the wall to peak into the 
hallway in which Xavier was, turning into the room but my 
steps faltered at what I saw, my smile dropping on it’s own 
accord, my lips parting as my mouth went dry. My heart 
seeming to stand still for a moment before picking up its 
frantic beating but this time, for a whole other reason. 


Chapter 41 


Caution: Very violent content, please don’t read this if 
you are unable to bear violence. 


Even if I’d have tried I wouldn’t have been able to move, 
but who ever could if the sight to behold was even similar 
to mine. How were you to react to seeing the very man you 
called your beloved doing such a thing. What were you to 
do when it felt as if in just moments your very earth had 
shattered beneath your feet, as if it had moved without 
letting you know, without taking you along. 


His powerful leg swung back before coming forward with 
an earth shattering momentum, connecting with a 
sickening crunch to the ribs of the man who lay before him 
pitifully. It was as if the world had slowed, as the blow 
rippled through the man, rising up until it hit his mouth, 
which lay wide open, as blood leaked from his parted 
cracked lips. Blood seeping through his teeth. Harsh 
coughs escaped the man on the floor as he propped himself 
up on one quivering arm attempting to shuffle away from 
the very man I’d realized I’d come to love. 


Xavier stood before him, his chin high in triumph, head 
tilted slightly in a perverse defiance to morals, his large 
hand tucked into the pocket of finely pressed dress pants. 
His jaw clenched tightly, his powerful features no longer 
only striking but also a cause for fear. The regal way he 
stood, as if the man before him was simply filth, and he the 
ruler of them all. The once beautiful melting silver eyes 
were now a solid dark grey, the storm within them no 
longer of love and affection but of anger, and ruthless 
aggression. 


He bent down slowly grabbing the man from his collar to 

speak to him, his voice far from the soft way that he spoke 
to me. The depth of it no longer giving a sense of 
protection, but now striking the bells of alarm. 
“You thought you could get away after what you did?” 
Xavier growled, his voice full of menace, a means of 
condescending the man who lay pitifully before him. The 
man’s nearly black hair in absolute disarray, blue eyes filled 
with fear as he gazed up at Xavier, the way one looked at 
their end, the way one would look at death if it were to 
come before them. My eyes barely registered the men who 
stood behind Xavier, flanked on his sides but a safe 
distance away. Allowing for their boss to take out his 
aggressions as they simply watched quietly. 


His hand forming a gigantic fist, before being propelled 
towards the nose of the man by the force in his large 
muscular body. The man’s nose twisted gruesomely, but he 
had no time to recover before Xavier’s fist was coming back 
towards his eye. The man sputtered and gasped for breath 
in Xavier’s grasp desperately trying to free his collar from 
Xavier’s unrelenting hold. His breathing growing laboured 
a sure sign of his ribs fracturing something vital. Xavier got 
back up, his leg swinging at the man once again sending 
him flying into the wall behind him. His body colliding with 
it and crumpling inwards as every instinct of the man 
fought to survive. 


The man trembled against the wall backing himself 
further into it as Xavier menacingly made his way towards 
him, a deadly smirk coming onto his plump lips as he 
caught sight of the man’s uncontrollable trembling. A 
triumphant look in those stormy grey eyes as he saw the 
way the mans body shuddered, backing itself further into 
the wall despite the obvious pain it caused him to move. As 
he moved closer to the man, the man’s eyes became frantic, 


searching for anything to protect himself from the very 
person intending to end him. The man reached out a weak 
trembling arm to the vase that sat near him, letting out a 
heart wrenching cry as he turned onto his stomach to reach 
it, putting unbearable pressure on his surely broken ribs. 


Xavier simply watched him for a moment, allowing the 
man’s fingers to graze the glass, for his eyes to fill with 
hope before he lunged. Crushing the man’s hand beneath 
his large foot, the heel of his dress shoes digging firmly into 
the bones of the man’s hand, making him cry out as he 
tried to wrench his hand free. Xavier latched onto the vase 
pulling it out of the man’s reach. 


“Were you going to hit me with this?” Xavier asked 
closely analyzing the fine detailing on the glass vase. 
“N-no.” The man shuddered out, his other hand coming to 
clutch his ribs as Xavier moved his foot off of the man’s 
now broken hand, kicking him in in chest this time. 
Effectively knocking out the little air the man had gotten 
with his audibly quivering inhales. 


Xavier dropped the vase right next to where the man lay 
curled up watching him flinch as the glass pieces bounced 
off the floor and into his bruised skin. He reached down 
grabbing the man by his shirt, picking him up with ease 
and slamming him harshly into the wall. The very 
foundation of the house shaking with the force behind 
Xavier’s movement. 


“I’m going to do to you what you’ve done, what you 
planned to do.” Xavier growled out, slamming the man once 
more into the wall, some blood from the man’s injured head 
seeping onto the light coloured wall, leaving a shining 
crimson stain. 


“Tell me what you did.” Xavier growled. 
“Nothing.” The man yelled, tears leaking from his swollen 


eye, as he fought to blink them away. 

“You lie, well I might just have to infer then won’t I.” Xavier 
said to the man in front of him, the quiet menace in his 
voice far more frightening then his loud growls. The very 
promise of irreversible traumatic pain. Xavier’s palm 
connecting harshly with the man’s cheek, making his whole 
face turn as he coughed up some more blood, but Xavier 
showed no mercy. His knee colliding harshly with the man’s 
chest as the man crumpled against the wall, his body 
seeming to cave in on itself. 

“Stand straight.” He growled receiving only sputtered 
coughs in return. 


His large calloused palm connected twice more to the 
same cheek, until the man’s cheekbone was a deep shade 
of purple. Another loud slap had the already tender skin of 
the man’s cheek splitting open revealing the very red 
substance that much of lay on the floor, some covering the 
walls. A bit now even on Xavier’s black dress shirt, showing 
only as a light damp shine. 


Xavier’s fist curled in the man’s hair as he twisted the 
man’s face grotesquely until it was further then any 
humans head could turn naturally, and he slammed his 
head back into the wall. Not allowing the man to even 
catch his breath, slamming the man’s head into the wall 
again and again as if something had taken over him. A 
deafening roar escaped Xavier as the plaster of the wall 
began to cave in and he let the man go, allowing him to 
crumple to the floor in his barely conscious state. The man 
was Clearly fighting with everything inside of him to stay 
conscious. Perhaps it was the little hope that our mind held 
onto that maybe somebody would help, maybe the force 
would stop, maybe I’d get the strength to fight back. 


Xavier pulls his leg back slamming it into the man once 
again in anger. The type of rage one had never seen before, 


the type of rage that no one could escape unscathed from, 
the type which who it was directed towards wouldn’t 
escape with his life. It seemed for that man now only death 
would be his escape, death would be his freedom, from the 
brutish devil he’d been caught by. 


He slammed his hands into the walls loudly, way above 
the man’s head, but the plaster of the nearly broken wall 
shook further. The cracks getting larger, some powder and 
cement falling down and getting mixed into the blood that 
seeped through the man’s thick dark hair. 


Xavier’s chest rose and fell as he stared down at the 
bloody crumpled mess of a man at his feet. His deranged 
stormy gaze passing over every inch of the man, analyzing 
closely every wound, every bruise. Like a lion looking at it’s 
prey for all signs of weakness, assessing them to plan the 
final attack. 


Xavier suddenly crouched down, leaning on his hunches 
near the man who stared at him through his one good eye, 
his lips trembling in fear, blood running to his eye that he 
tried to shake out. He tried to move away from Xavier as 
Xavier’s hand latched onto his upper leg, but where was he 
to go when backed against a wall. Xavier gripped his lower 
leg in his other hand, suddenly turning his hands in 
opposite directions so swiftly that my blurry eyes nearly 
missed the movement. But the sickening crunch of the bone 
Snapping, the muscles twisting and ripping out of their 
rightful places, the cry of agony that tore from the man’s 
throat wasn’t something I could miss. He quickly moved 
onto the other leg, doing the same with it. This time only a 
whimper escaped the man, the loud scream having taken 
out far too much of his injured shuddering weak body. 


Xavier grabbed a large piece of jagged glass from off the 
floor, moving over to step on the man’s injured hand. The 


weight of his large muscled body leaving the man immobile 
as Xavier pulled up his bloodied sleeve. He shifted, now 
resting with one leg folded behind him resting nearly all his 
weight on that foot beneath which lay the man’s broken 
hand. Xavier crouched growing closer, which had a large 
shiver raking through the man, making more glass stab into 
his skin, but he didn’t seem to care his body still trembled 
uncontrollably as Xavier neared him. 


Xavier stabbed the glass into the man’s arm, eliciting a 
Sharp gasp from him, before going away at carving 
something into his hand. Using some of the little flesh left 
unharmed on the man’s body as his own personal canvas, 
but he had been so good at painting. The man’s chest rose 
and fell sharply as he lay immobile while Xavier worked 
away on his arm, his men, like me not daring to move as 
Xavier let his creativity flow, intentionally lifting up the 
glass piece before stabbing it back in at random places on 
the man’s arms, while yanking his way through the flesh on 
other. Xavier finished finally moving back away from his 
created art. No remorse, read the man’s heavily bleeding 
arm, the flesh so torn it was nearly illegible, and almost 
impossible for me to read through bleary eyes. My numb 
mind barely able to register the words as they rang in my 
head over and over again. 

“Beautiful isn’t it?” Xavier asked quietly, growling it out 
once more when the man didn’t answer. 


The man’s lips parted, quivering in attempt to respond 
but the man had no energy left, he was far too broken to 
respond, but Xavier didn’t like that. He kicked the man’s 
side harshly once again making his side crash into the hard 
wall, and a slight whimper was heard throughout the room 
but the man didn’t even have enough energy to open his 
mouth. 

I’m 


“It'll forever be on your corpse, so I really do hope you like 
it, I can redo it if you don’t though.” Xavier said. 

“So tell me do you like it.” Xavier commanded again 
through clenched teeth, kicking the man’s exposed ribs, the 
force lifting the man’s body slightly up the wall. 

“Yes.” The man groaned out quietly, after several attempts, 
his voice coming out so croaky and so very defeated. 


Xavier took a step away from the man, his arm reaching 

backwards suddenly and grabbing a hold of something 
tucked into the back pocket of his pants, something that in 
my trance I hadn’t even noticed. Xavier yanked out a 
shining black metal gun, his grip so firm and easily kept on 
it as if he had held it many times before. The lethal weapon 
glinted dangerously in the dark of the basement. The man’s 
eyes widening as he wearily looked up, more blood 
beginning to leak from his nearly swollen shut eye as he 
moved his eyelids. 
“N-no pl-please.” The man pleaded his voice cracking 
several times, a shudder rippling through him at the effort 
it took to speak. The sight was absolutely pitiful but Xavier 
took no pity at the man that lay before him in a pool of his 
very own mangled flesh and blood. 


The gun cocked, clicking with a dangerous promise as 
Xavier took off the safety. Xavier’s head tilted to the side 
his eyes taking over the man’s crumpled form for a 
moment. My mouth opened as I tried to scream but 
absolutely no sound came out, the only thing I could hear 
was the sound of my very loud heartbeat, the blood rushing 
through my ears as I tried frantically to knock out of the 
trance my body had placed itself in. My mind a prisoner in 
the cage of it’s very own body. The sound of the trigger 
being pulled didn’t register in my mind, my teary eyes 
following the trail of the tiny black bullet as it hit its mark, 
embedding itself easily within the chest of the man. Hitting 


right where his heart should’ve been. The sound only now 
reaching me as the deadly grip that I had on my bag finally 
released. My white with exertion fingers that had such a 
deadly clasp on the bag suddenly unfurled as the deafening 
sound of the bullet finally made its way to me. 


I barely even registered the sound of my bag hitting the 
floor, the contents within it bouncing creating a resonating 
sound in the now silenced basement. But the same was not 
for the people I’d been watching in a nearly comatose state. 


They spun around to face me, but the only ones I’d 
noticed were the grey eyes that my own connected to. The 
grey eyes that I had fallen in love with, that ones I had 
come to confess to. The man that I thought I’d known, the 
man I’d so wrongly believed to be good. 


Xavier completely froze as he caught sight of my 
trembling form, the storm in his eyes changing so quickly, 
sO many emotions dashing through them. Guilt perhaps for 
what I’d seen, shame for his actions being caught, and then 
love, longing, devastation, and so much more, faster then I 
could catch. His face relaxed completely, his regal stance 
slacking until it was slumped in remorse. 

“Raine.” Xavier mouthed in disbelief, his grey eyes 
travelling all over my petite form. 


Xavier made a move to step towards me, and suddenly a 
loud scream rang through my ears, my brain only 
registering after a few long moments that the scream was 
mine. The absolutely frightened cry that had startled me 
and everyone who stood in the basement had come from 
me. Except for Xavier, the only thing visible on his face was 
absolute remorse, the lion guilty of letting the gazelle see 
the beast it was. His grey eyes clouded in hurt, as he took 
another step towards me and I scurried back, flattening 
myself against the wall. Staggered breaths leaving me, as I 


quivered against the wall in fear, unable to control or even 
comprehend my own actions. The instinct to survive taken 
over so strongly, to get away from the dangerous beast. 


“Raine please.” Xavier pleaded, his voice cracking as he 
whispered my name brokenly, his previously menacing 
growls now just a pleading whisper. He took another 
hesitant step towards me, and another frightened scream 
escaped me, ripping through my throat leaving it dry. 

“Baby please.” Xavier pleads, his chest caving in as the 
breath releases from within him. 

“I’m not gonna hurt you angel I promise, please.” He tries 
again. 


“Boss.” Says one of the men stepping closer to Xavier, 
revealing his familiar head, as displeased as he was with 
me the time he’d come to Xavier’s home, he seemed just as 
SOrry now. 

“Get out.” Xavier growled and I jolted against the wall and 
Xavier’s eyes softened in regret as he caught sight of my 
movement. 

“All of you just go.” Xavier whispered softly not taking his 
eyes off me. Not even sparing Cole and James a glance. 
One by one they all left, Xavier’s gaze keeping me 
imprisoned as they all make their way out until we are 
alone. Until I’m left alone with the infamous beast. The one 
I’d foolishly given my heart to, the one who’d stolen it from 
me in the sweetest of ways. A theft so gentle, so beautifully 
crafted that I hadn’t even resisted. 


Tears fell from my eyes, blurring my vision, running 
down my pale cheeks without my permission but still I was 
unable to look away. Xavier quietly kept his eyes on me, not 
speaking a word but simply staring, a burning agony in his 
eyes as he took in the tears that ran freely down my face, 
perhaps bathing my skin of his touch. Xavier took another 
step towards me slowly hesitantly. I tried to take another 


step back to maintain the distance between us, but it was 
hopeless I was cornered, backed against a wall, and facing 
away from the only escape, the stairs. 

“Stay away.” I choked out through my parted dried lips, my 
words nearly inaudible but he’d heard them. 


“Love please it’s me. Nothing can justify what you just 
saw, but there’s an explanation I promise.” Xavier says, his 
eyes shining with unshed tears as he sees my trembling 
worsen at hearing his voice. Xavier puts up his hands in 
surrender, clenching his eyes shut, and shaking his head 
before opening them again. His eyes widening as he sees 
my petrified gaze on his hands that are completely covered 
in blood. 


Crimson blood leaks from his hands onto the floor, 
staining the surface with their deathly glint, as they do his 
skin. My gaze without my will goes back to the body that 
lays immobile on the floor. My eyes connecting with still 
open blue orbs, frozen in their eternal state of fear. Another 
scream escapes me without my consent, the truth only now 
registering, the man was dead. Never again to breathe, to 
see, there was no hope left for him, nothing left to see, 
never to feel again, the last thing he’d seen had been the 
cause of his death. The last thing he’d seen, he’d felt had 
been the very thing to take this life away from him, take 
away all hope. For no matter what happened in our lives as 
long as we had life, we had hope, hope for recovery, hope 
for love, redemption, new discoveries, even resentments, 
but those were a part of life. But never again would that 
man feel any of those, the very opportunity had been taken 
away from the man who stood before me now, not taking 
his eyes off me. The very eyes that had swept over the man 
as he took his last breath. It was said that the question 
would always remain was it justifiable to kill a murderer, 
but it wasn’t. Taking away a life wasn’t up to us, it should 


only be a natural process, how were we any better then the 
murderer themselves, for I’m sure for him too that was 
murder was justified as it is to you. How can one decide 
which reason was better, who could say his was wrong, 
perhaps to him it was just as right as yours, in his mind, but 
who could decide. 


“Love please listen to me, let me get cleaned up, let me 
explain what you’ve seen. Please, I’m begging you.” Xavier 
said softly, the muscles in his throat contracting as he 
swallowed thickly. 

“Stay away from me.” I say, trying my best to keep my voice 
steady, but the tremors make it nearly inaudible, but he 
hears, I know he hears. 

“You’re not thinking straight.” He says, taking a very 
hesitant step towards me, and I shuffle back, pressing 
myself almost painfully into the wall. 

“Were you?” I ask, as I bite into my cheeks to keep my sobs 
in. But the tears aren’t something I can help, they’re 
uncontrollable, they run down my face freely, a clear sign of 
shock that resists to wear off. His eyes finally shift down, 
filling with shame at my words, as he bites into his bottom 
lip, not knowing how to respond. 


“IT know this looks horrible but, but I can explain.” He 
says, raising his head back up, his eyes glowing with a 
frenzy that only frightens me further. 

“Please Raine.” He says taking a few steps forward that 
have my body scurrying towards the only escape, the only 
way of survival or so it seems to this triggered primal side 
of my mind. The way his voice forms a caress, an 
imprisoning gentle cage, around my name only frightening 
me. He takes another step towards me, his long stride 
eliminating the distance I’d created between us, and he’s 
almost close enough to be able to reach out and touch me. 
So close that all he’d have to do is reach out and he’d be 


able to touch me with those blood covered fingers of his, do 
to me what he pleases, for I’d be in the hold of the beast. 


But it was that one step that sparked something within 
me, something that I couldn’t resist, an instinct I couldn’t 
possibly push down, an instinct that was the most primal 
part of us, survival. When it truly took over, it left nothing 
else behind, nothing else mattered. I turn away from him, 
nearly hurling myself towards the stairs, desperate to get 
away from the very person that ended a life just before my 
eyes, and now stood so close to me. 


“No.” I hear a voice growl out behind me, and my 
previously rapidly beating heart now quickens it’s pace to 
the point where it begins to pain within my chest. I can 
hear his footsteps behind me as I try to make my way up 
the stairs as quick as humanly possible. I turn to peek at 
him over my shoulder, and seeing him so close makes me 
do something I couldn’t have even imagined doing 
otherwise. I kick backwards, hitting him right in the chest 
as I finish off the last few steps rushing into the main foyer, 
only sparing him one glance. Although my actions weren’t 
harsh enough to throw him down, they’d stopped him 
momentarily, but that moment was enough for me. 


My fingers had just grazed the cold metal of the handle 
of the door when two strong arms wrapped around my 
waist, tugging me back into a broad firm chest. Loud 
screams escaped my parted lips as I struggled against him, 
only getting louder as I looked down only to see the blood 
of his hands now all over my torso. My movements grew 
fervent, my heartbeat paining within my chest, and I 
struggled to breathe, fighting to stay conscious. As 
tempting as it was, I had to stay awake, I had to stay. I 
couldn’t leave this state for the sweet oblivion of my 
dreams. 


The warmth that radiated from his chest, always a 
comfort was now a nuisance, that only reminded me of his 
presence, made me incapable of pushing it away from my 
thoughts. His warmth that enveloped me, showed me the 
way he could easily envelop me whole and there was 
nothing I could possibly do about it. It was impossible for 
me to get away, he was far too strong. Once his strength 
had provided a sense of safety, but today it reminded me 
that I couldn’t escape, that there was no escape, I was 
trapped. 


“Please love I can’t let you go.” He says softly, his 
warmth breath caressing the skin of my cheek softly as he 
speaks and I shudder away. 

“Why not?” I ask a sob escaping my lips before I can stop 
it. 

“It’s dangerous for you out there, people will be looking to 
get revenge, you’re their only means through which they 
can hurt me. It’s not safe, please.” He pleads, turning me 
around to face him in his arms, and I gingerly rest my 
hands on his elbows where there is no blood, pushing my 
upper body away from him, as far as possible. 


“Let me go, I don’t wish to be near you.” I say, looking up 
at him through my soaked lashes, and he only stares at me, 
his eyes moving over every feature of my face as if 
memorizing them. But his lack of response only frustrates 
me, my hands clench in anger, my lips curling down in 
distaste. I throw my fists into his chest, my movements 
feverish and sloppy. I seemed to be burning in my own skin, 
I wanted to get away from it all. From him, from his house, 
from his life but also from myself, from my skin that he had 
touched, from my mind within which memories of him still 
lay, but most of all from my heart that he held within his 
hands. He didn’t stop me, silently baring every hit, not 
moving, not speaking. He simply continued to stare, until I 


grew tired, my fists stopping as I tried to catch my breath, 
looking up into his eyes as I struggled to swallow. 


“Let me go.” I yelled at him, not wanting to look into his 
eyes that grew red and shined slightly with unshed tears. 
“I can’t.” Xavier whispered. 
“T hate you.” I said my words getting caught in my throat, 
and I had to force them out, I wasn’t completely sure I’d 
even said it, or if he’d heard it. But one look at him told me 
he had. He completely stilled, his arms loosening from 
around my waist, tears filling his eyes but he refused to 
blink, to free them. His face grew ashen, his grey eyes 
filling with an agonized despair that took my breath away. 
My mouth grew sour, but not because of him, but me. Even 
after what I’d seen him do, those words weren’t true, deep 
down I knew, I didn’t hate him, and for that I hated myself. 


I turned away from him once more, not daring to even 
steal another glance at him. My trembling hands working 
feverishly to pull open the locked door, but my blurry vision 
and trembling body made it exceedingly difficult. Hands 
wrapped around my hips twisting me around, the hold firm 
but gentle, nothing like the blows had been. 


Xavier kneeled before me, pressing his face into my 
stomach, as he wrapped his arms around my waist, holding 
me to him, as I struggled to push his head away. He closed 
his eyes, resting his face still on my stomach, ignoring my 
attempts to get away, his strong arms gently imprisoning 
me to him. The pressure never enough to hurt, but firm 
enough that I couldn’t possibly get out. My cold shaking 
hands feeble in their attempts to push his warm head away 
from my body. 

“Get off.” I mumbled over and over, my words feverish, I 
couldn’t stop saying them, it wasn’t under my control. 


Xavier shifted, wrapping one arm at the top of my thighs, 
and ones at my knees he hoisted me up, tossing me onto his 
shoulder as he stood up, ensuring not to hurt me in the 
process. A shriek escaped my lips at his movements, it 
taking my mind a moment too long to register what had 
happened in my shocked state. 

“No,stop, please no, let me go I won't tell anyone.” I 
pleaded but it had absolutely no effect on him as he started 
his way up the stairs and to my designated room. 


My fists banged uselessly against his firm back as he 

walked, seemingly having no effect on him, not hindering 
him even in the slightest. He pushed open the door, walking 
towards my bed, and laying me down on it carefully. I 
scampered away from him, to the middle of the bed, staring 
up at him with wide eyes. He stood there gazing at me 
silently for a moment. 
“I’m going to be patrolling these hallways myself until the 
others get here, there will constantly be someone outside 
your room though. It’s only to ensure you don’t run away 
love, it’s far too dangerous and I can’t loose you. Just stay 
in here, please.” He mumbles to me softly reaching out 
with one hand softly to caress my cheek, but a shriek 
escapes me as his blood covered hand comes close to me. 
He pulls away, looking at me once more before he turns 
making his way out of the room. He shuts the door firmly 
behind him, leaving me in there, all alone, unbeknownst to 
when I would be able to leave. 


A/N------------------------0 2070-2020 n0n nnn — 
Hello my lovelies, it’s been a while I made you guys wait, I 
am sorry, I truly am. I really hope none of you were too 
disturbed reading this, I hope it didn’t upset any of you. I 
tried my best to show what he was capable of without 
making it too graphic. If you are very upset I am so sorry, 
you are welcome to speak to me about it, or anybody you 


can trust really. It’s better to speak about these things, and 
get them out. You guys are amazing for being so very 
patient with me, and I love you all so much for it. You have 
no idea how hard it was to not reply to your comments, I 
love speaking to you all I just couldn’t give away what was 
happening. Or give false hope about when I would update 
cause I myself didn’t know. I’m sorry I didn’t reply to your 
comments or even some messages, trust me I read all of 
them. Some of you may not agree with some stuff I’ve 
written here, you are free to speak to me about it, or each 
other, but just get it out if something’s bothering you my 
lovelies. It’s a little hard for me to edit this, I’ll do it 
overtime though I roughly edited it, so bare with me on 
that. I’m going to try to keep updating quick now, I love you 
all more then you could possibly know. There’s been many 
times when I’m feeling down and a comment or a message 
has lifted my spirits up. I even just browse through 
comments sometimes and they make my bad days great. 
For my silent readers I love you too, I myself barely 
comment though I love reading them. I really hope nobody 
was too upset or disturbed by reading this. I hope those of 
you who have celebrated any holidays had a great time, 
and will all have a great New Years. I hope the new year 
will bring great things for you all, and you will be happier 
then you could have possibly imagined. Have a great night 
my lovelies. 


Chapter 42 


I tucked my knees into my chest, wrapping my arms 
tightly around them. Resting my face on the tops of my 
knees, staring into the large room from where I sat on the 
floor, leaned against the leg of a large chair. It was as if my 
eyes could see, but my mind was unable to register what 
the eyes took in, my mind was off into a dark oblivion, 
something so restless yet so peaceful I didn’t know whether 
to stay or fight to get out. Fight to break myself out of this 
self implemented trance. But whether it was safe or not to 
allow myself to think was another question, one that kept 
me from finding out. It seemed every time my mind was 
given a choice it chose to torture me with thoughts of what 
I’d seen. Horrid memories of his brutality plagued my 
dreams, corrupting them until they were only my 
nightmares. My own thoughts had become my demons, but 
how was one to escape the monsters when they were in 
your head. 


That was the difference between the bliss of childhood, 
and the miseries of adulthood. Your monsters no longer 
reside under your bed, but cackled within the depths of 
your own mind, never to be released, impossible to be 
ignored. A part of me would always wish I hadn’t seen, I 
didn’t know, but I loathed that part, for it connected 
straight with my heart. My heart wasn’t one to be listened 
to, the heart was foolish, it was naive, it could give great 
happiness but cause the worst of miseries, sunk us into an 
abyss so deep hope seemed far away, unreachable. Perhaps 
that’s where I was now, so far in the abyss I couldn’t see 
the rays of hope, that used to shine everywhere. 


I’d been trapped in this room for several days now. I’d 

refused to come out despite his incessant begging, 
sometimes even bargaining. On the first morning he 
refused to leave, knocking on my door, calling my name 
gently, pleading for me to come out and give him a chance 
to explain. Trying his best to make me open that door just 
once for him, but I refused. Soon his will began to dwindle 
and it became a matter only of my meals. He begged for me 
to just open the door enough for him to slide in a tray of 
food, but like all his other attempts this too got no 
response. By nightfall he’d realized I’d rather starve than 
open that door. 
“Raine, I’ll be in my room, I promise I won’t try to come in, 
I’m leaving something to eat here, let me know if you want 
something else. Just please Raine, eat something, go to the 
kitchen if you’d like I’ll stay in my room, I won’t even come 
near you.” He says, his deep husky voice getting quieter as 
he speaks, cracking slightly as he speaks of staying away. 


As time went on, his visits grew more infrequent and 
before my room was always one of his cronies. They paced 
around the home occasionally knocking on the door and 
asking if I wanted anything, to which they always got no 
response, the rest had given up but James still tried. He 
had been the one to give me the bag I’d dropped that night 
back, letting me know the plan on my phone had been 
cancelled. They didn’t wish for their prisoner to contact 
anyone. 


They’d begun to get me videos of my lessons, and 
assigned work from my classes which they would leave 
outside my door with trays of food. I’d tried to leave the 
home more then once, but always was stopped, Xavier’s 
men would simply stand in front of the doors staring 
straight at me. It was usually James babysitting me along 
with a few other men and he would attempt to coax me into 


speaking to Xavier, but I refused. James would apologize for 
my predicament but tell me it was necessary and I would 
go back into my room, locking the door behind me. They 
made me uncomfortable to the extent of fear, they’d just 
stood there while Xavier brutally killed a man, and only the 
lord knows what the rest of his men did. What the rest of 
them had witnessed, and not spoken a word of. Hopefully 
they’d all get bored of me if I wouldn’t speak, and perhaps 
allow me to leave. 


Every night in the past few days Xavier would without 
fail be at my door. Speaking to me gently, but he had 
always been quiet. Even in his silence I could feel him 
there, feel his presence, that had once coloured me with 
warmth. I could feel him right outside my door, hear his 
soft steady breaths, he slept out there every night. Right 
outside my door, perhaps in hopes that I would open up the 
door, and give him a chance. Allow him to twist up what I 
had seen with my own eyes, justify what I had witnessed. 
But I couldn’t, not after what I’d seen, now when he starred 
in my every nightmare. But the trouble that plagued me 
most was that it wasn’t only in my nightmares that I saw 
him, he was also a part of the sweetest of my dreams. 


It was conflicting, how naive or perhaps ignorant the 
heart could be. It didn’t care if it’s beloved was a brutal 
murderer it simply loved, it didn’t care if it’s beloved was 
so far off from what it thought him to be, it simply loved 
him for what the heart had seen. But the heart was foolish 
it didn’t care that I quaked in fear at the sight of him, at the 
thought of what he’d done. I couldn’t possibly listen to 
something so blissfully ignorant. Give into it’s foolish 
whims. 


But the heart was so powerful, it controlled our very 
being, kept us alive, I would eventually give in if I stayed 
here, I had to leave. I had to get away from here. I had to 


get away from him. Love wasn’t for everyone, and certainly 
not fools like me, who fell for someone they knew of only 
the soft way they spoke to them. The way those eyes 
softened at the sight of me, for the words those eyes spoke 
even in silence. The way his embrace enveloped me in his 
strong safety, the way his kiss could light me up, take away 
any loneliness and leave me fulfilled. The way his presence 
could light up my empty skies. The way his words 
imprinted onto my brain, the way mines did his. Love 
certainly wasn’t for me, and I had to get away from it. 
Tonight I would leave. 


A gentle knock came at the door once more, successfully 

capturing my attention, knocking me out of the reverie I’d 
allowed myself to slip into. 
“Raine, my love, it’s-it’s me again. I’m so sorry, would you 
please give me a chance to explain this all to you, or even 
give me a hint that you are listening. You’ve become my 
world, so quickly, yet so deftly, I can’t imagine a world 
without you in it. But I’ve taken my angel away from hers, 
plucked her out of it. It is only for your safety though, 
please trust me on that baby. I love you more than you can 
imagine, more then what was comprehensible to me, ever. 
I’m nothing to be proud of. I have nothing to be proud of, 
besides my love for you, no one has ever or will ever love 
someone the way I do you. I hope you sleep well, I hope 
you’ve slept every night, I hope you’re alright, I hope 
you’re going to be fine, I hope nobody will ever hurt you. 
But I have, I’ve hurt you, and for that I won’t forgive 
myself. Sleep well baby, my heart is yours even if you no 
longer want it, it belongs solely to you, I belong solely to 
you. I love you.” Xavier’s deep husky voice, quiet through 
the door. My heart tightens as he speaks, I could nearly feel 
him leaning against the door, slumped, defeated. My nose 
begins to sting, as tears blur my vision once again. His 
words were my demise, and his love my ultimate doom. 


I had to get away, as disgusted as I was by his actions, 
the heart was far too naive, as well as far too ignorant. The 
heart was the most selfish and disgusting thing, no one 
should give into it. I certainly would not, I’d get away 
before the foolish organ could even try to control me, I’d 
never let it. 


Xavier would most likely sleep continue to sleep outside 
my door like he had every night, since that one. Using the 
front door was definitely not one of my options, the only 
option remaining would be the window. I fell asleep that 
night with the comfort that it would be my last night 
sleeping in this house. 


The whole day I’d stayed in my room, packing and 
mentally thanking any divine power for being a total nerd 
and having an abnormally large backpack. Jay always made 
fun of me, saying it was quite basically a suitcase that I was 
constantly lugging around on my back. Throwing in a 
couple of water bottles I was done packing. It wasn’t often 
that I came out of my room, and just to my luck it was the 
one man other then Xavier in this house who truly realized 
I existed, James. 


His eyes had widened as soon as my door had opened, 
making my quick steps falter as I stared back at him wide 
eyed. I scurried past him and down the stairs, trying to 
avoid looking back at him. As kind as his green eyes had 
once appeared, he’d simply stood there as his supposed 
boss pummelled somebody to death, and then put a bullet 
through his chest. It was almost odd walking around this 
house once again, but it wasn’t the same as it had once 
been, it was no longer beautiful and filled with splendour. 
Now the walls seemed to be covered in blood, and the 
silence seemed as if it would soon be disturbed my 
anguished screams. The beauty of the house only reminded 
me what hid behind appearance, what beauty could 


possibly hide. Grabbing some water bottles and granola 
bars, I hid them inside my gigantic sweater. I hoped if any 
of Xavier’s cronies would look at me it’d only seem as if I’d 
gained a whole lot of weight sitting in that room. I jogged 
back up the stairs, quickening my pace to get into my 
room, and slamming the door behind me. 


I hadn’t responded to any of them for days, my lack of 
response wouldn’t be cause for alarm. Xavier wouldn’t 
come in to check. I would wait until the time they came to 
give me my dinner everyday. I’d take the tray in and 
hopefully if I didn’t answer or take anything after that they 
wouldn’t care. 


It was exactly half past six when the knock came at my 
door. I waited five minutes before opening the door just 
enough to slide the large tray in, ladened with food much 
too lavish for a prisoner. But I wasn’t just any prisoner, I 
was the one whom held the affections of their boss, and 
having witnessed what Xavier could do when angered, I 
was fairly sure if I asked any of these men for their fingers 
on a platter, I’d receive them on a platter of gold. 


I put on my comfiest pair of jeans, and a gigantic 
pullover, along with a pair of old sneakers. I yanked on my 
jacket over my clothes, zipping it up and patting my clothes 
down trying to make sure everything was in place. I pushed 
one of the large chairs that sat in the corner of my room, as 
quietly as possible, my agitated nerves making it very 
difficult to push them at the agonizingly slow pace needed. 
I had to be quiet though, I didn’t want any of the men to be 
alarmed, or even worse, Xavier. He’d knocked down the 
door before, and that was only on the day he’d heard me 
sobbing into the phone on the unfortunate day we’d lost 
Cyrus. 


I climbed onto the chair shakily, my backpack strapped 
safely on my back. My hands grabbed onto the latch of the 
window, flicking it open, coughing loudly to hide the noise. 
I pulled open the window slowly, cringing at even the 
slightest noise it made. I put my hands on the ledge, trying 
to propel myself upwards. Mentally cursing myself for 
never exercising, and not paying attention in gym class, 
hoping my English mark would round up my average. 


Somehow I’d managed to get myself through that 
window, but now the only problem was safely getting to the 
ground. I barely controlled the yelp that threatened to 
escape me as the cold wind blew harshly, nearly knocking 
me off the shaky footing I’d gotten on the window ledge on 
the first floor, I’d accidentally stumbled and somehow 
landed onto it. I crouched down onto it, trying desperately 
to cling to the near flat walls, and rested my hands onto the 
ledge my feet were currently on. I let out a shaky breath, 
slowly twisting my feet around, until I was facing the wall 
of the house. Clenching my eyes shut I slowly slid my feet 
off of the ledge, my thin fingers clenching desperately onto 
the ledge that I now hung from. Every muscle in my body 
tense, as I slowly lowered myself further, before completely 
letting go of the solid grasp my hands had. I would’ve been 
ecstatic if I’d landed on my feet, but seeing as to how 
clumsy I was regularly I was quite happy with how far I’d 
managed to get. 


I rubbed my rear as I got up, looking up at the house 
once before turning and racing towards the trees. Never 
had I been so glad Xavier’s home was so secluded. I raced 
through the trees, the powdery snow a gentle white blanket 
over the crisp leaves left over as a sweet memory of the 
summer. The leaves crunched beneath my feet, each 
footstep resounding within the silence of the forest. The 
brilliance of the bright green pine trees were a vision for 


my watering eyes. The cold was harsh tonight, I could see 
every laboured breath I took, my cold white breath blowing 
before my face, blood rushing to flushed cheeks and nose 
surely reddening them. My thin pale hands reddening in 
the ruthless cold, and I clenched them together hoping to 
preserve the heat within them. 


I was already panting in absolute exhaustion and I wasn’t 
even halfway there. Sadly the path through the forest to 
town forced you to go around, and was a lot lengthier then 
the road. The sky was nearly completely dark now, the sun 
having fallen so far from its high pedestal. My skin was 
nearly burning, despite how it froze and I tried to ignore it. 
I had to keep going, I had to get myself far away from the 
home so even when they started looking I’d already be in 
the midst of civilization and Xavier wouldn’t be able to do 
anything. Although it was doubtful Xavier would even 
realize I wasn’t in my room since I did never respond to 
him. 


I came to a stop, bending over and clutching my knees. I 
let my bag drop off of my shoulder, a loud crunch 
resounding as the heavy bag hit the ground. Perhaps 
resting for just a few minutes wouldn’t hurt. I shuffled 
closer to the large tree behind me allowing myself to drop 
down and lean back against it. The skin seared the back of 
my jean covered legs but I didn’t care. Opening the zip of 
the backpack I pulled out one of the water bottles. The 
rough plastic on the cap harsh against the frozen skin of 
my hands as I pried the water bottle open, guzzling the 
water down thirstily. 


I rested back against the tree, letting my head rest 
against it as my chest rose and fell rapidly. My abnormally 
quick heart rate worsened by the sudden exercise, it was 
all I could hear in the silence of the large forest. My head 
snapped to the right as I heard a slight rustling. It was 


quite possibly an animal, but I refused to take any chances. 
I got back onto my feet, swinging my backpack back onto 
my back with far more effort then it should’ve taken. I had 
a lack of blood and any physical exertion reminded me of 
that. I should’ve listened to the doctor when he’d asked me 
to start exercising in moderation to help stabilize my heart 
beat, or at the least held back on the sugar cookies. 


I started off with a slow jog, slowing as I heard a loud 

branch cracking from far behind me, but it was the faint 
yell that had me freezing in my tracks. 
“Raine.” Came the deep husky voice, anguish laced so 
thickly within it. Xavier had realized I wasn’t in the room, 
perhaps I wasn’t the only one who could sense him. I rested 
my hand on my chest, trying to slow my alarmingly quick 
heart rate. Putting one foot in front of the other again, until 
I was back to my quick jog, I darted my way through the 
trees. 


All that was audible to me, was the blood rushing 
through my ears, my feet slapping against the frozen 
ground. My breaths were near gasping as my feet created 
as much distance as possible between the man I’d seen as 
so predatory. Perhaps it was engraved within us, we were 
animals after all, one would always be the predator, and the 
other would always become the prey. It was part of the 
human psychology, that survival instinct and it awakened 
every time we felt the dreaded fear that somebody would 
take away what we all thought so precious, our life, our 
freedom. It didn’t matter how dreadful ones existence may 
be, there would always be a part that wished to live, to 
continue on, give life another chance, to prove itself to be 
better, that was humanity. We would always have hope. My 
body trembled as memories of Xavier ruthlessly beating the 
man that had laid so pitifully before him came to mind. 
“Raine please come out, please baby it’s not safe please I’m 


begging you.” Xavier yelled, his voice gaining clarity, the 
desperation so clear within it. He had no idea how close he 
was. 


I plastered myself against a tree, peeking over my 
shoulder into the dark night, my heart clenching in fear as I 
made out the large figures headed towards me, bright 
flashlights held within their grasp. I gulped thickly, if I 
stayed here they might find me as they walked by. I didn’t 
know how but I was sure Xavier would know, but there was 
no possible way that man would walk right by me, without 
sensing me, he would know. He would know and I would be 
caught. 


I crept the other way slowly, they seemed to be going 
straight, probably after my footsteps and I was praying 
they wouldn’t realize I’d veered off my path straight to 
town. I tried to keep my footsteps light, and stayed close to 
the trees. I twisted my backpack so it was in front of me, 
not wanting the bit of metal to glint in the dark night and 
irk their curiosity. I wrapped my arms around the bag, 
trying to keep my steps light but quick, wincing as I 
stepped on a long thin fallen branch. My heart beat 
quickening as I froze for a moment, waiting for any sign 
that he had heard but as none came I was assured again. | 
started walking again trying to be a bit more mindful now. 
“Raine.” His husky whisper rang out in the silent night, and 
my blood seemed to freeze in my veins as I came to a halt, 
my heart beat picking up tenfold until it felt as if it was 
trying to beat its way out of my chest. 


“Please stop love.” He asked from behind me, the leaves 
crunching beneath his feet knocked me out of my trance 
and I whirled around, allowing my bag to drop onto the 
floor. 

“S-stay away from me.” I warned looking at him with wide 
eyes. 


“Please love listen to me it’s dangerous out here, just come 
home with me, where it’s safe.” He pleads his stormy grey 
eyes desperate as they raked over my petite form, trying to 
take in every inch of me, the way a deprived dehydrated 
man would water. 


“I’m not going to hurt you I promise, I won’t even come 
near you, love please just come back, I promise it’s only for 
a few days as soon as the danger is eliminated, I-I’ll let you 
go.” His deep husky voice cracking, stormy grey eyes filling 
with an agonized defeat as the words leave his plump red 
lips. I bite into my bottom lips swallowing dryly, averting 
my eyes from his. 

“N-no.” I stuttered out, taking shaky steps away from him. 
My breath hitching as my back hits something firm, I 
peeked over my shoulder not wishing to take my eyes off 
the man who stood before me for too long. My hand 
pressed against the rough bark as I used it to propel myself 
forwards. My hair whipping onto my face as my feet hit the 
ground rapidly. 

“Raine.” He yelled from behind me but I paid no heed to 
him, focused solely on getting away. But I wasn’t that lucky, 
there was no way he was letting me go so easily. 


His large arm wound tightly around my waist and I was 
yanked off my feet as he pulled my back into his large form 
chest. The warmth radiating off of it warming my skin 
through the layers I’d adorned. I’d almost forgotten how 
warm he always was, his warmth had always felt so nice 
against my skin but not today, today it was a reminder of 
my captivity. I struggled against his hold, my legs kicking 
out before me in attempts to get him to release me. 

“Let go of me.” I yelled at him. 
“No.” he said softly, wounding his other arm around me too, 
his whole body caving in towards me, completely 


enveloping me within his warmth, his scent filling my 
senses. But I couldn’t let him get me, not this time. 


I kicked backwards, immediately throwing my elbow 
back towards his face as well, and shocked his firm grip 
around me loosened slightly but it was all I needed. In my 
haste to get away, in my panic at being caught I hadn’t 
even realized we weren’t alone. Somebody watched us 
carefully, and it wasn’t Xavier’s men. I ran straight ahead, 
nearly slipping on my own feet in my desperation to get 
away. 


The trees blurred past me as I ran, the cool wind 
whipping against my skin harshly. My breaths laboured, my 
only thought being to escape. The night sky so dark, the 
moon’s light caught in the tall trees, I could barely see a 
few feet in front of me, my only flashlight in the bag 
carelessly tossed somewhere behind me. 

“No Raine.” His voice yelled out behind me, Xavier’s deep 
husky voice so loud that my insides quaked at his words. 


Large hands wrapped tightly around my waist, and 
before I could even mutter a word in protest, I was 
airborne. Not even a scream escaped me as I was tossed 
aside, hitting the ground roughy, at the same time that a 
loud deafening boom was heard. The very sound I’d never 
hoped to ever hear again. 


The sound of the bullet as it flew through the cold air, 
finding its mark. My eyes widened as they connected with 
two stormy grey ones. My heart completely stopping in my 
chest as the bullet finally embedded itself within its mark, 
within his chest, the wrong chest. That should have been 
me. That bullet had hit the wrong person. I watched him 
crash down to his knees, time seeming to slow as he 
continued to look at me, not even sparing a glance at the 
bullet wound. His mouth formed my name and I threw 


myself at him, my arms wrapping around his wide 
shoulders, my body being pushed back along with him as 
he fell backwards, making me crumple down to my knees, 
resting on my hunches. 


I cradled his head in my hands, as it rested in my lap, his 
eyes still on my face. I barely even registered the men that 
ran past me heading straight for the shooter, more 
gunshots ringing through the silence, but I kept my eyes on 
the grey stormy ones locked on mine. My trembling hands 
caressing his dark silky hair away from his face. He 
mouthed my name gently, his stormy eyes filled with pain, 
softening slightly giving way to something more as my 
name slipped past his plump red lips. Love and admiration 
mixing in the storm of his eyes as he gazed into my eyes. 
He grabbed my small pale hand in one of his own, bringing 
it down to his lips he pressed a gentle kiss to my palm. 


“Don’t cry.” He whispered to me softly, and only then did 
I become aware of the tears that trailed down my cheeks. I 
shushed him gently, raking my fingers through his hair, my 
brain unable to conjure up any thought. The man I loved lay 
before me on the cold ground, his deep red blood seeping 
into the white snow, staining it a deep dark red. 


I pulled away from him quickly, yanking my jacket off and 
pressing it to the wound on his chest. I applied pressure to 
it, pressing down on his wound with both of my hands, but 
his large hand caught a hold of my smaller pale hand, and 
he brought it back to his hair, a soft heart breaking 
whimper escaping his lips. 


Footsteps rushed towards us but I kept my eyes locked 
onto his, my arms tight around him, completely unable to 
move. People surrounded us, but I stayed unable to move, 
only tightening my hold on Xavier. 

“Raine, we’re just trying to help him.” James said quietly 


leaning down next to me but I was unable to move. Large 
hands wrapped gently around my shoulders, pulling me 
away from Xavier. Xavier’s eyes stayed locked on me, his 
strong jaw clenching tightly as I was pulled away from him. 


He reached his large hand out to me, as his men hoisted 
him up into the air. His eyes stayed staring into mine as 
they walked. Frantic voices were all around us, some 
speaking to each other, some to Xavier and perhaps some 
to me. I rushed along behind them, keeping my gaze on 
Xavier’s as they made their way towards a trail where a 
large SUV awaited them. Xavier’s lids began to droop as it 
became increasingly difficult for him to keep his eyes open. 
“I love you.” He whispered to me just as his eyes dropped 
shut, having softened completely to that melting silver I 
adored so much as the words escaped his lips. Even 
through all the frantic voices, and the sound of the engine, 
I’d somehow heard him. 


“T love you too.” I answered back. 
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Chapter 43 


Dark thick lashes lay gently against high cheekbones, the 
once lively smooth tan skin having paled but only slightly, 
hair in a complete disarray like usual. The firm broad chest 
rising and falling with deep breaths, the black comforter 
that lay atop it moving along with him. The top of the white 
medical wrap they’d plastered onto his wound peeking 
from atop the comforter. He lay calmly in his massive bed, 
that looked almost ordinary with the inhabitance of his 
large frame. 


I titled my head back slightly, trying to get in a deep 
breath, despite the windows being open and the large room 
I felt absolutely suffocated. As if I hadn’t gotten in a lungful 
of air in weeks. I was depraved of it, and how I craved it. It 
was as if something heavy rested on my chest, perhaps the 
guilt. The knowledge that it should have been me 
struggling for life, but he wasn’t ordinary like me, he had 
survived a shot right to his chest that had very narrowly 
missed his heart, I wouldn’t have been so lucky. I was a 
smaller target. It was what James tried to convince me as 
tears had trailed down my cheeks. But there came a time 
when the tears ran out. When there were no more, and in 
their wake they left a shallow despair, an aching sorrow, an 
empty void right in my own chest. It hurt so much more. 
That silence was much worse then the loud sobs. Crying 
was an outlet. 


My mother always said it was as if you had an ocean of 
sadness within you, drop by drop it leaked from your eyes, 
freeing your soul from its drowning depths. How I wish I 
could cry again, but perhaps I deserved this pain. Xavier 
had been shot and yet it was my chest that ached, it was 


true, love was pain. But only because now you weren’t just 
one person, you felt the pain of the person that held your 
heart between their hands. You felt their pain, strikingly 
within your own chest, perhaps magnified. 


I reached out a trembling hand, resting it gingerly on the 
hot skin of his forehead. He was so very warm always, even 
in this state he was burning up, it’s why the doctors had 
advised to leave him without a shirt. My eyes lolled back 
slightly as my skin came in contact with his, and I allowed 
my hand to trail down, resting it on his arm that rose and 
fell steadily along with the movements of his chest. Yet 
safely away from the wound. Assuring me ever so quietly 
that his heart was still beating, he was still breathing. 
Xavier was alive. 


“Raine.” A deep smooth voice called softly. Allowing my 

hand to fall from his chest, I turned around to face the 
person who had called my name. James stood inside the 
doorway, his eyes on the spot that my hand had previously 
been. He cocked his head to the side looking at my face. 
“Are you alright?” He asked softly as he came to stand 
beside my chair. 
“I’m fine.” I said quietly, it was almost rehearsed, robotic 
throughout the years the amount of times a person said 
they were fine without meaning it, it became second 
nature. 


“Come with me.” He requested softly, and I got up from 
my seat, following him out to the hallway. 
“Look, Raine you’ve been great for the past few days, I 
know you care about him, despite what you saw. He may be 
in a coma, but I’m sure he knows what’s going on. He 
needs you here, and he’d kill me when he wakes up and 
I’ve let you leave. It’s still dangerous for you out there. I 
don’t want to have to force you Raine, please just stay here, 
be there for him. You’re all he needs.” James says, his eyes 


narrowed in scrutiny, carefully assessing every part of my 
face, waiting for any sign I was unwilling to cooperate. 


“I’m not going to run, I’m not going to leave him when 
he’s like this. You don’t have to worry about that.” I answer 
softly and his eyes widen in surprise at my words. I hadn’t 
verbally responded to anyone in days, I murmured to 
Xavier sometimes, and I’m sure they knew, but I hadn’t 
spoken to anyone else since that night. 


“Thank you.” He says, nodding his head. 

“I-I know none of us are your favourite people at the 
moment, but if you need anything Raine you can tell me, or 
anyone here. Nobody would refuse you, besides the whole 
leaving thing.” He adds sheepishly after a moment of 
contemplation. 

“You might remember my wife Alia, if you’d like I could call 
her. I’m sure she’d be glad to see you again. Maybe you 
could speak to her, spend some time with her.” He says. 
There wasn’t a need for them to find alternatives for the 
people that I generally spoke to, who they’d informed I had 
gone away with Xavier for a little while. 


“No, thats not necessary, I’m alright.” I answer without 
looking into his eyes. I didn’t like the way he looked at me, 
the sympathy, it irritated me. The scrutiny, as if he was 
afraid I’d just run away, no matter what I’d seen, no one 
was able to leave the one they loved alone in such a state. 
But he’d never understand, at least I hoped he wouldn’t. 


No one deserved to feel this way, the consuming ache in 
my chest, every time I looked at him, every time he crossed 
my mind, the memory of him walking around his home. The 
very power in his movement, in his walk, in his being, 
comparatively to the way he lay motionless. All because 
he’d loved me too much. The overbearing guilt, the 
knowledge that the bullet was so clearly meant for me, it 


was to be my fate that he suffered now. One’s own pain was 
nothing in comparison to watching your beloved in pain, it 
hurt so much knowing he was hurting. Knowing it was my 
fault, despite how much I’d wanted to get away, I should’ve 
been smarter about it, listened to him. He was right, I was 
in danger, he had been trying to protect me. 


The yearning, for him. For him to come back to me, the 
way he’d once been, the way I hoped fervently he would 
again be. It was different to be separated from the one you 
love, then to know they no longer were, then to know they 
were suffering. It was so very different. The knowledge a 
loved one was out there, alright was a comfort, a luxury of 
its own in their absence, in your separation. But the 
knowledge of their suffering was a torment, an 
imprisonment, that allowed for absolutely no freedom from 
the worry that caged you in. 


I turned away from James, walking back into the room in 
which Xavier lay. My eyes raking over his motionless form. 
After the fatal wound, his body had placed itself into a 
temporary coma in order to recover, how long this recovery 
would take, no one knew. In the past for some it could take 
up to years. But Xavier wasn’t just anyone, he was the man 
that upon being shot, hadn’t even looked at his wound and 
instead kept his eyes on mine. Wiped my tears, whispered 
he’d loved me in what could have been his very last breath. 
He wasn’t some ordinary man, and neither was his love. 
His heart would continue to beat for it was strong, so very 
strong as was his love. He would awaken, and soon. 


I settled myself into the chair once more, keeping my 
gaze on the rise and fall of Xavier’s chest, wanting so badly 
to rest my head against the warmth of it. To hear his 
heartbeat, to feel it against my skin, but I couldn’t. His 
wound was still fresh, as were the stitches, that could harm 
him, reopen his wounds. I also had no right to touch him, 


although at times I couldn’t resist, I needed to know he was 
there, he was alive and I wasn’t hallucinating. I swallowed 
thickly as a knock sounded on the door, turning once again 
to look at the intruder. 


The doctor stood there, looking at me _ expectantly, 
waiting for me to allow him in. He was a relatively tall man, 
thin, his sweater and jeans covered by a white doctor’s coat 
and I wondered if those were always necessary. He was a 
middle aged man, and the hairline of his dark hair was 
beginning to recede. Cole and James stood behind him, 
Cole’s cold eyes staring at me blatantly, he still held a 
certain dislike for me. Xavier’s injury had _ only 
strengthened it, rightly so. 


I nodded at them, getting up from my chair and 
plastering myself against the wall as to stay out of their 
way. The doctor moved the chair, beginning his regular 
check while James and Cole stood on the other side of the 
bed. James offered me a small smile as he caught my eye, 
although it didn’t reach his eyes. They remained dull and 
filled with worry. He crossed his arms across his chest as 
he looked back over to Xavier and the doctor that was very 
gently probing at the area around his chest. 


I let my eyes drift over to Cole, blinking in surprise at his 
cold accusing stare. That was another person that clearly 
held me responsible for Xavier’s current state, perhaps the 
only one besides myself. A part of me hoped Xavier would 
too. It would simply be so much easier. It would be so much 
easier to separate myself from him, if I saw discontent for 
myself in those stormy grey eyes of his. Instead of the 
adoring soft silver they always melted to when on me. I 
didn’t know if I was capable of simply walking away from 
him now, it would be so very difficult for me now. My heart 
belonged to him, I’d been so ready to join my life with his, 
while he had taken so many. That wasn’t something I could 


forget, but so wasn’t the way his eyes had stayed trained on 
me in what could’ve potentially been his last moments. I 
couldn’t ignore how I had been the last thing he wished to 
see. His love for me the last thing he wished to declare. It 
was Said a dying man never lied, and he had so clearly told 
me the truth. He loved me, with all of his being, that he had 
been so very ready to sacrifice for me. But what of the 
being he’d taken the life of. How was that ever justified. 
How would I ever justify my love for him. 


But that was the very problem, it was the mind that 
needed justification, that needed reason. The heart, it 
didn’t need any of those, it simply knew how to love, how 
was I to explain to the heart that it’s love was unjustifiable, 
wrong. How was one to explain that it was wrong to love 
the one that had so easily decided to sacrifice himself for 
you. I owed him my life, and he already owned my heart. 
How was one to separate themselves from such a man. But 
how was I to forget the look in his eyes when he’d stolen 
the very right to live from another, he hadn’t even batted 
an eyelash. The only time that stormy gaze I’d fallen for 
had filled with regret, was for me having seen his crime, 
not for the commitment of the crime. But those eyes had 
also filled with an overbearing amount of love for me, 
melted into that sweet silver as he gazed at me in his last 
conscious moments. 


I’d always thought it necessary to follow your heart, but 
never had my heart and mind been so at battle. That was 
surely but what was I to do when my mind was beginning 
to give in. A fragmented fractional part of it, but even the 
existence of such thought was frightening. The mind asked 
for proof, the proof had been his gaze that stayed so 
unwaveringly on me even as his heartbeat had slowed, as 
the bullet had pierced his skin, bedding itself within his 


chest. The proof had been in his last words, in his last 
breath that he spent on his declaration of love for me. 


“Ms.Pierce.” The doctor called breaking me out of my 

reverie, and only then did I notice he had been speaking to 
us, but I hadn’t even noticed. 
“As I was saying, he is recovering quite quickly, but such 
things have quite the effect on one’s mental state as well. 
So far it’s a clean quick process, but that could turn 
around, such things are indefinite. Mr.Night should be 
quite alright physically, but his self induced coma is 
something I can not say anything about.” The doctor says, 
gathering up his supplies and putting them back in his 
briefcase. 


“Ms.Pierce, you are looking quite pale, are you alright? 
Would you mind terribly if I performed a quick check?” The 
doctor says turning to face me and I stare at him 
bewildered, I was always pale. 

“I’m fine that won’t be necessary.” I said quietly and he 
nods, looking a bit unsure, but doesn’t press it. 


yw 


“Just let him check you.” A deep voice sounds from 
across the room and I look up to meet cold blue eyes. 
“If he wakes up and realizes the princess is unwell it’s our 
throats he’ll go after.” He says, making my fists clench at 
his words. I was no princess. I’d always absolutely despised 
that endearment, it sounded so very entitled and 
precarious, pretentious, it had always bothered me. 
“T said I’m fine.” I mumbled. 


“That’s what you say but you look moments away from 
collapsing, we already have one person in a coma thanks to 
your carelessness, the last thing we need is another, 
especially the boss’s precious little angel.” He says 
mockingly, and my eyes sting as tears make their way up, 
without my consent. The overbearing guilt making it a bit 


difficult to breathe. I couldn’t control my tears when I was 
frustrated, or upset a mixture of both and I was quite 
basically helpless. 

“I know, but I’m fine I’m always pale.” I whisper out, 
staring at my feet, not wanting anyone to see my tears. I 
try not to blink, but as my eyes fill up, a tear escapes 
making it’s way leisurely down my cheek for all to see. 


“You asshole.” James growls at Cole, elbowing him out of 
the way as he makes his way towards me past the 
bewildered doctor who stands frozen near the bed. James 
rests his hand gently on my shoulder and I stiffen under his 
touch. 

“Tt wasn’t her fault.” He barks at Cole. 

“She doesn’t know, if any of us would have seen that we’d 
have the same reaction you know how he is with her, she’s 
never seen something like that ever, and definitely never 
from him. You don’t get to blame her, anyone would have 
tried to run, she’s an innocent, treat her with some respect, 
if not cause of that then because she means so much to the 
boss. If you have even an ounce of respect for him, you’d 
have some for her too. He’d kill you if he knew you made 
her cry, you know he would.” James says to Cole, who’s 
accusing glare slowly turns into a frown and he turns away 
from me cocking his head at the poor doctor, gesturing for 
him to follow as he makes his way out of the room. 


“Raine it wasn’t your fault, you know that right?” James 
asks me gently. I look up into his eyes, tears falling from my 
face onto the bare skin of my collar bone that the large 
sweater I wear fails to cover, and I shake my head at him 
slowly. 


“It was my fault, if I hadn’t been an idiot, Xavier wouldn’t 
be hurt. If I had run just a little faster, he wouldn’t have 
gotten to me and the bullet would hit have hit me like it 
was supposed to. Don’t you see it should’ve been me in his 


place, I push him away and what does he do, he goes and 
puts his own life in danger to protect me. He didn’t even 
hesitate not even for a second, he didn’t have that long. If 
I’d been more aware of my surroundings, or if I hadn’t let 
him push me out of the way it’d all be okay, I wouldn’t be 
feeling this way right now.” Perhaps it was my lack of sleep, 
or the gentle way James looked at me reminding me so 
much of Jay, comforting brotherly Jay, but I rambled it all 
out. Everything that troubled me and kept me from 
sleeping at night. 


“He’s a strong man, the strongest I’ve known but I know 
for a fact that he would crumble if something were to 
happen to you. Not cause you’re a weakness, but because 
his love like him is strong, courageous, extraordinary. It’s 
not your fault, it was an accident it’s no one but that 
shooter’s fault and I swear to god I will find him. He will 
pay for what he did. You have no reason to feel any guilt. I 
know he would gladly lay his life down for you, he did what 
he wanted to, as he always does. But he has his reasons, I 
wish you’d allowed him to explain but I understand how 
difficult that was for you. Seeing the man you love do 
something like that, but I promise he has his reasons. 
Reasons that’s it isn’t my place to give, but please Raine 
when he awakens allow him to explain to you. Give him a 
chance, he’s a good man.” James says and I bite into my lip, 
nodding staring down trying to will the tears away. 


James lets out a soft sigh, wrapping his arms gently 
around my shoulders, he tugs me into him, patting my head 
softly as I hunch closer into him. Allowing his brotherly 
comfort to calm me and eventually stop my tears. 

“He’s going to be fine, I promise.” James mumbles softly, 
unwrapping his arms from me allowing me to pull away. He 
reaches into his pocket handing a white coloured 
handkerchief, with a soft smile and I grab it from him 


offering him a nod in gratitude. I wipe my tears with it, 
brushing it against my nose as I sniffle. 

“T’ll wash this and get it back to you.” I mumble to him into 
the handkerchief and he nods, patting my head once more 
before leaving me alone with Xavier. 


“I’m sorry.” A familiar deep voice says and I look up into 
blue eyes, that though still cold are no longer accusing, but 
that disappoints me. I deserved the hatred, to be accused 
for what had happened the sympathy made me feel worse. 
“It wasn’t your fault, I shouldn’t have said that, it’s wrong 
to blame you.” He says and I nod at him. 

“Thanks.” I mumble quietly turning back to Xavier, nearly 
jumping when Cole’s deep voice sounds out again. 


“He cares for you a lot you know. What happened wasn’t 
your fault, but it will be if you don’t listen to him when he 
wakes up. Give him a chance, at least let him explain.” He 
says his voice unwavering but his eyes pleading and I find 
myself nodding. 


“T will, I promise I’ll give him a chance to explain, if he 
wishes to when he awakens.” I say looking unblinkingly 
back into his eyes, and he nods as he finds no hints of 
dishonesty in my eyes. 

“Thank you, Raine.” Cole says, nodding at me before 
making his way out of the room. 


I turn back to Xavier another tear leaking from my eye, I 
really hoped he’d still wish to explain when he awoke. I’d 
be there to listen, one couldn’t run very far from love, the 
heart was bound tightly to it’s beloved. 


A|N-------------------2 22 2n none nner ence — 
Hello my lovelies, this may not have been what you all were 
expecting especially in comparison to the previous chapters 
but this was important. I hope you guys liked the chapter. I 
really should have been studying but I was just really in the 


mood to write, although the next week will be very busy. So 
hopefully the next update will be soon but most probably 
it’ll take a bit longer then a week. Have a great night my 
lovelies, I hope wherever you all are, you’re extremely 
happy, and your year is going well. 


Chapter 44 


Caution: Very disturbing content ahead, please do not 
read if you are easily disturbed. 


I plastered myself against the wall, clenching my little 
hands together tightly, a sob jerking through me. His large 
fist came pummelling down onto the soft skin of her cheek, 
and she stumbled backwards, trying to run. To lead him out 
of the room, but he grabs onto her long soft caramel 
coloured hair, tugging her backwards and to his chest. His 
arm locks around her pale slender throat, the inner side of 
his elbow digging into her barely healed skin. A choked 
sound escapes her parted lips, as she flails around 
desperately, her leg accidentally hitting him as she kicks 
backwards making him drop her. Dropping on all fours she 
pants harshly, trying to crawl away from him but he grabs 
onto her leg pulling her back towards him. 


He picks her slender body up easily, hoisting her up by 
the collar of her light purple dress, before dropping her 
back down. A slight oomph escaping her lips as she drops. 
She always tried her best not to let out any sounds, always 
trying to protect me from hearing her pain. His leg swings 
backwards before kicking forwards, connecting with a loud 
crunch to her ribs, and she flies backwards into the wall. 


She curls in on herself, breathing deeply through her 
nose, trying her best to calm her desperate panting, but he 
doesn’t give her a break. Kicking once again, this time 
aiming for her lower stomach, and her eyes clench shut as 
her body jolts with the blow. He bends down to her, and 
despite her state her breath halts completely as he grabs 
her soft thin jaw in his hands. His fingers digging deep into 


the soft pale skin, as he roughly pulls her head up to face 
him. 


“Next time I tell you to do something, you do it, got that 
bitch?” He snarls, waiting for a response, sneering angrily 
when he doesn’t get one. He lets go of her face, kicking her 
stomach once again as he heaved himself back up, before 
he turns. His dark beady grey eyes land on mine and my 
own widen as I stare at him in fear. I clench my stomach 
inwards as my breath halts in my chest, only releasing 
when he releases me from the hold of his cold gaze, and 
turns away walking back out into the living room. 


My eyes land back on her, connecting with the soft green 
of hers, and she gives me a weak smile, reaching her hand 
out to me, she beckons me closer gently. I walk towards her 
slowly, wincing as she struggles to pull herself up to sit 
leaned against the wall, where the mint green wallpaper is 
peeling off. I come to stand before her my lower lip 
trembling as tears leak down the soft skin of the apple of 
my cheeks. She grabs onto my hand, tugging ever so gently 
and I fall down onto my knees before her. 


“A-are you okay momma?” I question a sob escaping me, 
and her sweet sad smile melts into a frown as she wraps 
her hands gently around my small waist, pulling me 
towards her. Her hands reaching out to gently wipe the 
tears away from my eyes. She leans forward pressing a 
gentle kiss to my forehead. 

“I’m fine baby.” She says softly, her sweet melodic voice 
ringing gently in the silence of the room, the only sound 
other then the television he had probably switched on. 


“Don’t cry darling, momma’s absolutely fine, I promise. 
You’re momma’s strong boy aren’t you?” She asks and I 
nod frantically and she chuckles softly, pulling me into her 
to press a kiss to my soft cheek. I had just recently turned 


six, I was definitely old enough to be momma’s strong boy 
now. 


I stand up, holding my hands out to her and she smiles at 

me weakly, putting her soft warm slightly calloused hands 
in mine, allowing me to help hoist her up. 
“What a gentleman you are.” She says and I blush, digging 
my face into the soft cotton of her dress and she chuckles. 
Grabbing onto my hand she leads me out of the hall, 
limping slightly as we walk to her room. 


She sets my small body on the thin mattress of the bed, 
and my eyes land on the purple bruises on the pale skin of 
her jaw, making me frown. My eyes beginning to water 
again but suddenly her fingers make their way to my 
sweater, pulling it up slightly as her long thin fingers dance 
against the skin of my sides. A loud giggle like shriek 
escapes me as she continues her tickle attack, and a soft 
giggle escapes her as she shushes me, finally stopping her 
relentless tickling. 


I loved when she laughed, she always tried to stay happy 
around me, but her laugh was the best of rewards. Momma 
always smiled, but it wasn’t always real. Her beautiful 
green eyes often held pain and sadness, and I hated it. Eyes 
that beautiful should glow with happiness, but hers were 
always kind, but never truly happy. I look up into the soft 
hazel and green swirl of her eyes, still giggling and she 
smiles at me ruffling my hair playfully. Her eyes always 
turned more green in the winter, and now with autumn 
nearing its end they were striking against her soft fair skin. 
She was so very beautiful, her soft caramel curls that hung 
down her back, small dainty nose, fair skin, and the eyes 
that despite their lack of joy were so kind and deep. They 
reminded me of the forest, a mix of green and hazel. 


“Will you wait here while momma goes to freshen up?” 
She asks softly, leaning back up, her hand discreetly going 
back to her ribs. 

“Yes momma.” I answer and she smiles. 

“You’re such a good boy, my sweet little Xavier.” She coos, 
nudging my chubby cheek softly and I smile up at her, 
watching her as she limps towards the washroom. 


with the warm damp cloth at the bruise on the corner of my 
lip. 

“It’s okay momma.” I answer, it was never her fault, his 
actions couldn’t be blamed on her. He was a sick bastard 
who relentlessly abused his wife and child, that wasn’t her 
fault. She was a victim of his cruel torment, my fellow 
inmate per Say. 


A few nights ago, after a long shift he’d stumbled in 
completely drunk, so drunk that he’d attempted to pin his 
sheriffs badge on to my chest, although even intoxicated he 
was a Sick bastard, he’d ripped half my shirt. Trying to pin 
the badge onto my bare skin, before my mom had led him 
away from me. With the promise of scotch. He’d looked as 
if he’d be out for hours, we’d packed our bags quietly, 
escaping in the dead of the night, but it just so happened 
one of his sick friends had been patrolling that night, in the 
cruiser. He’d caught us, throwing us into the back of his 
dirty cruiser, and I’d earned myself a hard punch in the 
face when I’d ripped his wandering hands off of my mother. 


“I’d really hoped the bruise would have faded by your 
birthday, you do always heal so quickly, it must have been 
worse than I thought. Your fourteenth birthday and you go 
to school with a busted lip and a black eye. My poor sweet 
baby, you don’t deserve this at all.” She says, tears filling 
her beautiful green eyes, always so sober, filled with sorrow 


but so very beautiful, like the depths of the forest. She was 
always a bit more emotional after our attempts of escape, 
she was a strong spirit even after years of torture she 
refused to give up. 

“You don’t deserve this either, but I’m going to get you out 
of it one day, and I am going to build you a gigantic 
beautiful mansion. Fit for a queen. We’ll be so happy.” I tell 
her, and she smiles, raking her slender calloused fingers 
through my hair gently. 

“I know you will Xavier, I know you will.” She says pressing 
a soft kiss to my head. 


“Now my sweet little chef, let’s get baking, there’s no 
birthday without a cake, and I wouldn’t exactly mind if you 
helped me cook. Personally I think you’re getting better 
then me.” She says making my eyes widen as I look up at 
her, we always cooked together, it was my absolute 
favourite. She was so very calm while cooking, far away 
from all the problems. Spiritually we were free from our 
cage as we cooked, reciting and correcting recipes 
together, giggling as things went wrong, grinning at each 
other when our new additions were welcome. Even arguing 
over silly little things like spices, it was all wonderful. She’d 
sway gently as she hummed, when he hadn’t been home, 
she’d even be as cheerful as to put a tape into her record 
player, and spin me around as we worked around the 
kitchen. Although recently it wasn’t me doing the spinning, 
physically I took after him, I was already taller than her. 
Outside of our little cooking ventures there was no escape, 
he was part of the possible help, the head of the police 
department. His perverted friends all in various positions of 
authority, there was nobody to call for help. Nobody to rely 
on to help us escape, his reputation was impeccable, people 
thought of him as the fair handsome sherif with the 
beautiful wife and son. But appearances were so very 


deceptive. We were stuck nobody would believe us, nobody 
would free us, he’d made sure of that. 


She taught me all she knew about cooking, and it 
became our passion, one day I would become a grand chef, 
and I would take her far away from it all. I’d give her the 
life she deserved, all the luxuries she’d missed out on, the 
meals she’d sacrificed so that I could eat, I’d give them all 
to her. We’d travel the world, trying food from all around 
and adding new things to our own recipes. I’d take her so 
far away from him, that she wouldn’t ever have to worry 
about laughing quietly, never would her soothing humming 
stop. I wouldn’t let him near us again. 


I reached for the few sweet ingredients she’d hid in the 
top shelves, away from him. In his drunken stupor he didn’t 
like to work for things only grabbed what was before him. 
Secretly she’d saved up and gathered the ingredients 
needed to bake my favourite chocolate cake. Hiding them 
away at the top shelves of the little kitchen. He didn’t give 
her a lot of money, most of his income went towards 
alcohol, although publicly his excuse was donating to 
charity. 

“Xavier I-I have something to tell you.” She said softly and I 
turned to her, setting down the chocolate bar in my hands. 


“Honey I’m expecting, it’s just a hunch but I think you 
are going to have a little sister.” She says softly, curling her 
lips inwards nervously as she stares at me. 


“Momma that’s amazing.” I say, looking down at her still 
flat stomach through the loose dress she wore. I was going 
to have a little sister, a tiny little one to protect, to teach all 
I knew. Somebody to play with, to speak to. The other 
children didn’t like me, I was strange to them. A bit too 
mature, too queer, boys my age didn’t like cooking, they 
liked rough sports. But I didn’t take to violence kindly, I 


didn’t find it playful I found it horrid, suppressive, fear 
inducing. I was taller than most boys my age so for the 
most part I was left alone, but that wasn’t entirely pleasant 
either. 


“But we can’t live here with him, we can’t, if she’s going 
to be here we can’t stay with him.” I say, and she nods. 
“We’re going to find a way out, I have a friend who I spoke 
to, she can probably get us tickets to someplace far away, 
someplace he will never find us. We just have to save up, in 
these few months.” She says and I nod rapidly, I could 
maybe even work at the school cafeteria for extra money. 


“Now let’s get this frosting done, eat the cake while you 
still can by yourself. Cause once she’s here she’s gonna 
take all your chocolate cake, and you'll give it to her 
yourself.” She says playfully taping my nose and I nod sadly 
I could just feel it. I was going to be putty in that baby’s 
pudgy little hands. 

“I know.” I say glumly making my mom giggle softly. 


We’d just taken the cake out of the oven and begun to 
frost it, when the dreaded voice sounded from the door. His 
loud deep baritone a stark contrast to the sweet gentle one 
of hers. They were opposites, but far too opposite, evil and 
kindness, cruel and gentle. 


“Evelyn.” He yelled, making her shoulders tense through 
the soft white cotton of her dress that flowed freely against 
her slender frame. My eyes widen as I hear more than just 
one pair of footsteps making their way towards the kitchen. 


“Hide it.” My mom mouths to me and I nod quickly. 
Opening up the rusted little oven and shoving the frosting 
bowl and the cake in there, throwing the chocolate covered 
appliances into the sink and running water over them. 


My heart begins to beat tenfold in my chest as he makes 
his way into the kitchen, his dark sherif’s uniform taut 
against his large frame, hair that reassembled mine in its 
dark silk, gelled back neatly. His beady dark grey eyes 
settling on my mother, and narrowing. His other coworkers 
barrelled into our small kitchen, smirking darkly at my 
mother making my stomach twist. Their beady eyes 
roaming all over her frame making my fists clench as she 
stood with her back straight, not looking away from the 
dreadful man who was unluckily my biological father. The 
man that looked almost identical to me. It always sickened 
me, we even had the same horridly depressing eye colour, 
grey. The colour of the dreadful clouds that blocked out the 
sunlight. Although my mother always told me my eyes were 
like silver, while his were a rusted cooking pot. 


“Prepare me and my friends some drinks and something 
to eat, and keep that slimy little bastard away from us will 
ya?” He asks turning to head into the living room, but 
hearing one of the men behind him speak making him halt 
in his tracks. 


“Your wife’s looking mighty fine as always Peter.” One of 

the constables behind him spoke up, Alexander was his 
name, he was the worst of them all in his leering of my 
mother. 
“That’s all the bitch is good at, looking good, isn’t it 
sweetie?” He asked making me clench my teeth together 
furiously but my mother shook her head at me discreetly, 
going to walk away, but Alexander swung his arm around 
her waist, tugging her into himself forcefully. His hands 
squeezing painfully tight onto her waist as she struggled to 
push away from him. My father let out a huff, simply 
turning his back and walking to the mini bar he’d 
converted one of the cabinets to. 


“Let go of her.” I snarled at the man, pushing myself off 
the oven and making my way towards them. 
“No Xavier.” She said sharply, her dainty nostrils flaring as 
she stared at me sternly. She absolutely despised me being 
near his friends, especially speaking to them. The man let 
out a snort as he pushed my mother away from him 
roughly, and she tumbled backwards, catching herself on 
one of the chairs behind her. 
“Lets go.” She said to me quietly resting her hands on my 
shoulders to steer me out, but a sharp voice had her halting 
before she tried to push me quicker. 


“Where’s my scotch Evelyn?” He asked sharply, crossing 
the short distance between us, and she pushed me quickly, 
and unexpecting, I stumbled away from her. 

“You drank it all Peter.” She said calmly and he raised his 
brows at her, standing calm for a moment, but that was his 
game lunge at the prey as soon as it let its guard down. He 
lunged at her out of a sudden wrapping her caramel curls 
around his fist and tugging them sharply. 

“Well who’s responsibility is it to get more?” He roared, 
and she swallowed thickly standing stiffly. 

“T’ll go get you some.” She said quietly. 

“With what money you dumb slut?” He asks. 

“IT spent all my money feeding that stupid son of a bitch, 
maybe I should just sell him for my scotch.” He says 
sinisterly and my mother’s eyes widen as she shakes her 
head at him. 


“Who’d buy your son Peter, but you know what someone 
would buy, that hot piece of ass you’ve put a ring on. I 
wouldn’t mind being her first customer. What do you say 
baby?” He asks looking my mother up and down and she 
turns her face away from him, her pale fists clenching the 
material of her cotton dress. His friends always said 
horrible things to her and he let them, but they’d never 


been able to touch her. Her green eyes widen at the words 
that come out of her poor excuse of a husband’s mouth. 
“How much?” He grits out. 


“However much you ask for, we can decide the price 
later I’m just dying to see what’s under that dress.” He 
says, eliciting a chuckle from the two men that stand 
behind him. My eyes dart from my father back to my 
mother, we weren't religious, but there my heart prayed for 
the upper power to help my mother. 

“Fine, but you have to pay.” My father says, and my heart 
drops. A cruel smirk comes onto Alexander’s filthy face his 
dark eyes filling with glee, round face widening with the 
dirty smirk. He makes his way to my mother, stopping 
midway he turns back to the men behind him. 

“You guys in, but you'll have to pay for yourselves.” He says 
and they nod eagerly making my father snort. 


“No Peter you can’t do this.” My mother pleads. 
“And why not, you think I don’t smell that damn chocolate I 
know you’ve been baking. Where’d you get that money huh 
you slut, you could’ve bought me scotch with that but you 
didn’t, so now you pay. Well sort of.” He says smiling at his 
own moronic pun. 


“I’m pregnant Peter please, I’m pregnant with your baby, 

don’t do this.” My mother yells as their dirty hands wrap 
around her and they begin tugging her away to the only 
bedroom of the tiny house. I dart forward, but the familiar 
rough hands of my father grab me roughly by my collar, his 
large fist slamming into the back of my throat, making me 
cough. 
“Leave him alone.” My mom yells as they drag her into the 
room, her bare feet skidding against the cold floor, nails 
breaking with the force she’s exerting to get away from the 
men. Blood leaving a light trail from where they confine 
her. 


“Peter please.” She yells loudly, but that only eggs him on 
and he grabs my head roughly, slamming it into the wall 
beside me, slamming it again as her shrill scream fills my 
ringing ears. I had to get to her, I had to help her, they’d 
kill my little sister, defile my poor mother. I had to get to 
her, for once I had to save her. Black dots invade my vision 
as my head throbs, the sounds of her screams ringing 
through me. Despite how quiet the noise was, the sound of 
the door locking reaches me, filling me with absolute 
dread. They had her imprisoned. 


Despite the pain I fight, I fight for her. Wiggling roughly, 
I somehow manage to get him to loosen his grip on me. 
Grabbing his shirt I force him to bend, my knee connecting 
harshly with his nose making him groan out. He reaches 
out for me, grabbing onto the dark strands of my hair and 
he tugs roughly, sharpening the existing pain in my head. I 
let go of him as the pain intensifies, and he pushes me back 
roughly sending me flying into the wall. 


He stalks towards me, kicking me, his leg connecting 
with my own as I curl in on myself. 
“You can’t help your bitch of a mother, you weakling.” He 
snarls at me, kicking me again before he walks off back to 
the cabinet of alcohol. Grabbing the nearly empty bottle of 
cheap wine he pours it into a glass, taking a swipe from the 
bottle before putting it back and sipping from the glass. 


His back turned to me, he’s unable to see when I force 
myself back onto my feet, leaning on the wall for support. 
My mothers screams for mercy had long stopped, they 
clearly hadn’t been working on the heartless men her 
husband had sold her off to. 


I creep towards him quietly, grabbing the empty bottle of 
scotch he’d put on one of the counters before. I raise it 
over his head, crashing it down with all my force onto the 


back of his head and the thin glass shatters pitifully. His 
loud choked groan all that’s hard before he falls to his 
knees clutching his head. I don’t waste a moment, running 
towards their bedroom, I rattle the doorknob despite 
knowing it was locked. 


My mother’s loud sobs, sending me into a panicked 
frenzy. It sounded as if she couldn’t stop, as if she was 
hyperventilating, their shuffling and groans resounding 
through the thin door. I stumble back, preparing myself as I 
run ramming my shoulder roughly into the door, but it only 
moves slightly. I try again, receiving no better result. The 
key to the room was inside, in the chest where my father 
stupidly kept it. I look around frantically searching for 
something to help me break down the door and get to my 
mother. 


My eyes land on the still body of my father, his hand 
reddened with blood from the wound I’d given him rests 
beside his holster. He was still in uniform, he hadn’t even 
taken his gun out yet. Running towards him I drop to my 
knees beside his body, pulling out the gun, of its holster. 
Taking off the safety the way I’d seen my father do 
numerous times as he threatened to shoot my mother or 
myself. I dart back for the door, aiming it at the lock, 
pulling the trigger the loud sound of the bullet connecting 
with the metal drowning out all else for a moment, nearly 
deafening me. 


Throwing the door open, tears fill my eyes at the sight of 
Alexander on top of my mother his pants and boxers in his 
ankles, her dainty wrists held within his large hands , her 
legs tied to the bed, as he does as he pleases to her. His 
motion completely halts as he looks back at me, quickly 
getting off of my sobbing mother, he pulls his trousers up. 
My mother’s shaking hands, pulling at the seams of her 
torn dress as she tries to cover her bruised body up. 


Swallowing thickly I clench my jaw, stepping shakily into 
the room, blinking rapidly to rid my eyes of the tears. My 
bottom lip trembles, a slight whimper escaping me as 
winces while she reaches to untie her bound legs. 

“Untie her.” I bark at one of the other men, keeping my gun 
pointed towards to the man I’d seen defiling my mother. 
The man rushes forward, but Alexander speaks up stopping 
him in his tracks. 

“Don’t bother, he won’t do anything, and this was only my 
second turn, you haven’t even gotten to her yet.” He says 
cocking his head towards the other men who stands leaned 
against the wall. Fiddling nervously with his thick fingers, 
his light blue cloudy eyes darting to me and to the door. 


“Now or I shoot.” I say trying desperately to keep my 
voice from cracking and the man darts forward despite 
Alexander’s groan of discontent to untie her. My mother 
shakily gets off the bed, clutching at her dress, she looks at 
me tiredly, tears streaming down her pale face. Her lip 
busted almost matching mine, but blood caking it, it looked 
as if they’d punched her and then bitten her bruise. Her 
greenish brown eyes puffy, one turning black. Blood coating 
her white dress in various places, purple hand prints 
showing clearly against her fair blemish free skin. She 
begins to limp towards me, but stopped in her tracks, her 
eyes widening at what she saw behind me. 


“Xavier look out.” She screeched and I whirled around, 
to see my father running at me with a glass bowl. Ducking 
away from him, I watched plastered against the doorway as 
he stumbled into the room, nearly colliding with one of his 
friends. 


“Drop the gun boy.” Alexander grudges out, in my 
moment of panic he’d managed to wrap his large hand 
around my mother’s slender throat, the other holding a gun 
to the side of her head. The front of it, pushing against the 


messed up caramel silk of her hair. 
“Drop it or I shoot.” He threatens. I drop the gun hearing 
it’s metal clatter against the hard wood of the floors. 


“You stupid ass.” My father says, grabbing me by my 
collar and shoving his fist at my bruised lip ripping it open 
again. A sharp gasp comes from my mother as he hits his 
knee roughly into my thin stomach. 


” 


“Stop it please.” She begs, fighting to get away from 
Alexander but he tightens his grip on her throat, her pleas 
getting choked slightly and he whispers something into her 
ear which makes her cringe. She stills completely and I 
watch her in confusion, but the men don’t care. They 
simply egg my father on, asking him to hit me in various 
inhumane ways, some he tries, and yet my eyes stay on my 
mother. 


Her thin elbow suddenly darts back hitting Alexander 
squarely in the ribs and he lets out an oomph, but she 
doesn’t give him a chance to recover, stomping harshly on 
his foot with her own she wrenches away from him. 
Slapping him harshly once she faces him. 

“You sick bastard let go of my son.” She screams at my 
father, tugging at his hands that still hold onto the nearly 
completely torn material of my sweater. 


I nearly don’t register the two men that run out of the 
room from beside us, my eyes only landing on their back as 
I see them run towards the only door of the house across 
the hall. The light from outside filling my vision before it’s 
gone, the door slamming shut behind them. I see Alexander 
getting up from the corner of my eye, and I pull away from 
my father roughly intercepting his path to my mother. He 
stares down at me with beady dark eyes, the sounds of my 
mother restraining my father almost far behind us as I 
stare into Alexander’s cruel gaze. He’d always gazed at my 


mother too long, had wandering hands but he’d gone too 
far today, so far I didn’t know if she’d ever be the same. 

“You vile mutt, how dare you?” I say through gritted teeth 
to the man before me and he doesn’t answer, the back of 
his hand connecting roughly with my cheek. My head flies 
to the side but other than that I don’t move. Only turning 
back when I hear a loud ricocheting sound from behind me. 


My mother pants above my father, holding the barrel of 
the gun and he clutches his head, snarling at her. Lunging 
for the gun he reaches for her bruised throat, squeezing 
roughly making her drop the gun. He points it at her and I 
feel my blood run cold, he’d done this before but never had 
he been so furious, never had his eyes been so void. 
Something was different tonight. I barely register 
Alexander as he pushes me forwards, running out the door, 
not even sparing us a single glance in his hurry to get far 
away from the soon to be in-disclosable crime scene. 


My father tilts his head sinisterly, before shifting his aim 
from my mother to me. 
“I’m not going to kill you, I’m going to kill him, I know you 
love him, I’m going to make you live knowing your son is 
dead. Knowing he died because you just couldn’t be a good 
compliant little bitch. Or even a good enough mother as to 
teach your son not to question his own father’s actions.” He 
says to her calmly. 
“Please.” She whispers brokenly, getting off her knees she 
inches towards him. 
“Stop right there or I’ll shoot.” He roars. 


Swallowing thickly she stops, swinging back on her heels 
for a moment and my father relaxes slightly. But he didn’t 
know his own game well enough. Right as he turns his 
attention to me she lunges at him grabbing the barrel of 
the gun and twisting it away from me and towards herself. 
My eyes widen as I see his finger press down on the trigger 


right as she twists the gun, my eyes following the bullet as 
it makes its way towards her chest, embedding itself within 
her fair skin. Her blood soaking the soft white material of 
her cotton dress. 


An anguish filled scream reaches my ears, and blindly my 
hands grab onto a gun my own blood pumping through my 
ears aS my eyes stay on my mother. Looking away from her 
only momentarily I point the gun Alexander had dropped to 
my father’s head, pressing the trigger three individual 
times I watch the bullets find their mark. He drops back, 
lifeless almost instantaneously. 


The gun drops from my hands and I drag myself to my 
mother. Wrapping shaky hands under her head I pull her 
head gently onto my lap. 

“T’ll-’'ll call an ambulance just hold on momma.” I say 
darting my hands over my father’s pockets trying to find his 
phone. 

“No baby, it’ll be too late.” She says softly. 

“N-no, momma you’re going to be fine, please no, just let 
me c-call the ambulance. Just hold on.” I say shakily my 
hand wrapping around a rectangular object and I yank the 
phone out of his breast pocket. 

“No Xavier listen to me.” My mother says, wincing as she 
tries to sound stern. 

“IT love you so much baby, so much but I can’t hold on, I 
don’t want to.” She mumbles her eyes fluttering shut as she 
speaks. 

“No please no.” I whisper frantically but her head lolls back 
lifelessly, a small sad smile coming onto her face, as she 
gazes up at me. 

“I love you.” She whispers quietly, her whole body going 
slack as her beautiful green eyes loose all light, the small 
smile still in place as her lifeless gaze stays trained on me. 


Chapter 45 


Different people invoke different emotions within you. 
Some can make you feel safe, happy, comfortable while the 
company of others is irritable, nearly agonizing. But he 
made me feel things that weren’t explainable, things I 
hadn’t deemed possible, emotions far too colourful and 
striking for my otherwise bland life. Learning to live 
without that colour was nearly impossible, painful. 


The fear of losing a loved one was unpreventable, no 
matter how much you were reassured they were going to 
be fine. Something selfish within you made you worry, and 
a dread filled you if they weren’t in perfect visible health. 


I felt hollow as if a hole had been carved into my chest, 
but it ached, I was numb and yet I was in pain. Love was 
made of ironies, contrasting differences, opposites that 
attracted so well, not always innocently. Sometimes those 
attractions were dark, sinful, wrong but that’s the way love 
was. For some it was a strength but for others it was also 
the greatest weakness. A part of me loathed myself for 
staying, for sitting compliantly by his side in his peaceful 
state but he held my heart. It was attached to him, 
wherever I’d go he could pull me back using the strings 
he’d tightly drawn through it. There was no better time to 
leave, it was Xavier that was most persistent the others 
wouldn’t care as much, perhaps Cole would even smile for 
once. 


But it was in his eyes that I saw what I felt, admittedly 
outside of James and Cole I didn’t have much other 
interaction, but James was happy, completely in love and 
happily so. His love made him whole while mine was 


tearing me in two. Cole’s eyes displayed the presence of 
wounds that hadn’t been tended to, wounds you couldn’t 
wrap up with gauze. I’d never understood that emotion 
before, but that too had been apart of the grey storm of 
Xavier’s eyes. The conscience was a great and horrible 
thing, basis of our morals but it also was the one that 
argued with our heart. It was selfish, reminding me of his 
crimes, but not of his love, while my heart sang of his 
affections all day. 


I clenched my hands on the soft material of the sweater 
I’d worn. The soft grey colour of it only now registering, 
but there came a time when tears no longer sprung to your 
eyes, when your eyes ran dry. That was the most horrible 
stage of misery, being able to not let it out through the 
means of tears, harsh sobbing. You became achingly empty, 
and yet so full as if you were bursting with emotion with 
absolutely no way to let it out. It was so tempting to reach 
out and touch his soft smooth skin, to feel his heartbeat, 
allow myself some sense of relief that he was there. But I 
wasn’t deserving of it, I didn’t know if I’d be given the 
right, if I still had it. If Xavier would wish for me to even be 
near him much less touch him when he woke. 


The doctor had told us there were many recounts of 
patients who were aware of their surroundings when in a 
coma and others who had no idea. I was nearly positive 
Xavier could hear, he was always so observant, so 
perceptive I didn’t think a man like that could be unaware, 
he had the strength to hold on, to listen. Unlike me, I 
hadn’t had that strength, I’d refused to listen. But every 
night Xavier had tried, never forcing me but never letting 
me forget he was still there, wanting a chance to explain. I 
didn’t want him to forget somebody was waiting for him 
too, whether or not he wished for me to be waiting was up 
to him. 


“You might be getting annoyed with my nightly talks, 
sometimes I feel they’re more rambles and I just feel as if, 
if you were awake you’d look at me with amusement. But 
you’d never interrupt. You’d just listen quietly, only talking 
when necessary but your eyes have always said so much.” 
My voice cracked and I paused, trying to clear my throat 
but the terrible feeling of a limo being at the back of my 
throat wouldn’t go away. 


“That might be one of the things I miss most, looking into 
your eyes and deciphering what it is you don’t say. I'll 
never forget the last time I saw them, that type of devotion, 
love is seemingly impossible. I never thought anyone would 
even be interested in me, and yet you look at me as if 
you’re seeing the light for the first time. Well you used to at 
least, I don’t know how you'll feel when you awaken. I can’t 
control that or blame you. Whatever you decide is 
completely up to you.” It broke my heart to think about him 
waking up and deciding he didn’t want me anymore. 


“T just want you to know that I’m sorry. I’m sorry Xavier, 
that bullet was meant for me. I wish it were me in your 
place. I wish I’d given you the chance to explain. I wish I’d 
listened to my heart, it swore you had a good reason but I 
believed what I’d seen.” Inhaling deeply I look at his still 
form, large build completely still under the blanket. His 
broad shoulders and chest exposed, due to his naturally 
heated temperature the doctor still wouldn’t let us put a 
shirt on him. My fingers twitched to reach out to him and 
push back the dark silky strands fallen on his forehead but 
I refrain. 


“T want you to know that I’m sorry for hurting you, I’m 
sorry for not listening, and that if you’ll still explain I'll 
listen. I’ll listen to anything and everything you have to say 
but it’s understandable if you no longer wish to, you did get 
shot because of me. That bullet was meant for me and I 


wish everyday it’d met its true mark.” My breath hitched on 
those words, it was baffling to think I could love someone 
so much, enough to truly mean that I would rather take a 
bullet than see them get hit. 


My heart won’t let me leave you, neither will your men 
but that’s besides the point. I don’t know when my deep 
rooted fear for you turned into something so very different 
but I don’t regret it. Being with you was the greatest time 
of my life. You made me feel inexplicable things, you made 
me yours, completely and now I don’t want to leave. If 
that’s what you want I’ll go, but I don’t want to leave you 
Xavier, I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want to lose the way 
you make me feel, what we have, I didn’t think was 
humanly possible. I don’t know when and I don’t know how 
but somehow my heart became yours. I love you. I’ve never 
loved anyone the way that I love you, I don’t think think I 
ever will. Xavier Night I am completely and unconditionally 
in love with you. “I open my mouth to continue but the 
deeply familiar voice that resounds in the otherwise silent 
room has me completely frozen. That deep husky yet 
somehow smooth manly voice that I’d missed so much 
these past weeks, that it brought tears to my eyes that fell 
down my cheeks before I could even try to stop them. 


“Raine.” Xavier said gently his voice only very slightly 
hoarse, but still forming this heart wrenching caress 
around my name that had my heartbeat completely halting 
in my chest before it picked up with a fervour that nearly 
frightened me. 


He was awake, my Xavier was awake. I was afraid to 
look, terrified that it was all part of my imagination, that I’d 
only imagined his voice and instead of his stormy gaze 
stopping my very breath, I’d be met with disappointment. 
But how could Xavier ever disappoint. 


I looked up slowly, hesitantly my breath catching in my 
throat as my watery eyes met with bright melting silver 
ones encased in thick black lashes. A sweet storm brewing 
within them, so many emotions stirring inside them at once 
I could barely keep up. Love being the most dominant, but 
regret, adoration, guilt, admiration, he was made of 
opposites but that’s what made him whole. 


“Xavier.” I breathed and he hesitantly opened up his 
arms, his silver eyes silently pleading for me to go to him, 
and a deep sob escaped my throat as I threw myself out of 
the chair and onto him. 


Wrapping my arms tightly around him, I peppered kisses 
all over the skin I could reach, mumbling how sorry I was 
and how much I loved him. His arms wound tightly around 
my waist hugging me to him tightly, his strength surprising 
considering his current state. The warmth I’d missed so 
much, burning into my skin through my sweater. He patted 
my hair softly, running his hand down the length of it as he 
gently shushed me. 


“It’s okay baby, I’m okay, you’re okay, we’re both fine my 
love, don’t cry.” He cooed to me softly but it had the 
opposite affect. Another loud sob escaped me at his words, 
even after waking up from a coma he was comforting me, 
his hands patting me down to make sure I was alright. 


“You’re comforting me, you get shot because of me, were 
in a coma for weeks because of me yet you’re worried 
about me. I don’t deserve that Xavier, how can somebody 
even possibly love another so much.” I sob out clinging to 
him and he cups my face gently, raising my head so I’m 
looking at him. 


“T don’t know if anyone else can, but I came across an 
angel and I fell in love with her. If the devil falls in love with 
angel there’s bound to be trouble, I’ve sinned but I’d gladly 


do it again and again. Nobody has you, nobody can love the 
way I do. Every part of you, everything about you calls out 
to me, it always has, and it always will. I’m so in love with 
you Raine.” He says softly tucking away a strand that had 
fallen onto my face, his large rough thumbs swiping gently 
at the tears that run down my cheeks, his hands larger than 
my whole face. I swallow thickly, looking up at him, my 
eyes widening as they land on the gauze. Great leave it up 
to me to jump on the injured man with a bullet hole in his 
chest. 


“I’m so sorry.” I say scrambling to try to get off him but 
Xavier tightens his hold on my waist shaking his head at 
me, plump red lips jutted out in a soft pout. He tilts his 
head to the side staring up at me pleadingly and my heart 
completely dissolves within my chest. 


“Let me at least get you some water or something to eat, 
you have got to be thirsty.” I say and he shakes his head. 


“I’m not.” He says stubbornly and I narrow my eyes at 
him. 


“Please I only want you.” He says gently. 


“Xavier I love you but—” I start and his eyes widen as he 
suddenly turns us over on his bed so that I’m laying under 
him. 


“Y-you love me?” He asks softly and I nod biting into my 
lower lip as I peer up at him from under my lashes. His 
eyes turn the softest I’ve ever seen them, looking like liquid 
silver, reddening slightly making me frown. A tear drops 
from his eye trailing slowly down his cheek and my eyes 
widen as I open my mouth to speak but he interrupts. 


“Say it again.” He whispers, staring at me so intensely 
my mind was giving me no other choice but to obey, no 
other thought even striking my mind. It wouldn’t be 


completely shocking if that sensor in ones brain that keeps 
you breathing stopped working too for a moment. 


“T love you, I’m completely in love with you Xavier. You 
own every part of me and especially my heart, it was yours 
from before I even realized it was. I’ve fallen so irrevocably 
in love with you that there’s no hope for redemption. I love 
you so much.” I say to him breathlessly and his eyes fill 
with tears and he hangs his face into the crook of my neck, 
still keeping the rest of his weight off me. 


“T-I thought I’d imagined you saying that, while I was ina 
coma, I didn’t think you could ever say that, ever love me. 
It’s not possible for you to love me Raine. I’m a monster, 
and you, you’re so beautiful and innocent and pure. I didn’t 
think anyone could love me, let alone you Raine.” He says 
Sshakily, his whole body trembling and tears spring to my 
own eyes, wrapping my arms around his torso I pull him 
down onto me, and he collapses onto me. My breath gets 
knocked out of my body only momentarily before he turns 
us around so that he’s under me, stuttering out an apology. 
But I pay no heed to it. 


“T love you Xavier, and I want you to tell me everything 
you’ve kept from me, I want to know all of you. But only 
after the doctor has gotten a look at you, and you’ve eaten 
and well showered I guess.” I say softly, only now realizing 
as the words leave my mouth he needed to see the doctor. 
He’d just woken up from a coma and here I was cuddling 
him. 


“No.” he growls out tightening his hold on me, burying 
his face into my hair and inhaling deeply. 


“Xavier, those are important you just woke up from a 
coma.” I say my tone reprimanding, but only half hearted. 


“We could eat and shower together.” He mumbles into 
my hair and I nod absentmindedly. 


“Yeah, yeah I'll stay with y—” I start until my eyes widen 
as I register the second thing he’d said. My cheeks turn a 
bright red and I hide my face mumbling a soft no and a 
husky chuckle rakes through him. 


“I missed you so much baby girl, I’m so sorry for what 
you saw but I'll tell you everything I promise. I’ll do 
anything and everything you want me to, if seeing that 
stupid doctor is important to you I'll see him.” He says and 
I smile at him. 


“Okay now let go so I can tell the others you’re awake.” 
His brows furrow as he realized that requires letting go, 
but a stern look from me has him reluctantly unwrapping 
his arms from around me. Before he can change his mind 
I’m off the bed after pressing a quick kiss to his forehead, 
and running out the door. 


“James.” I call running towards the stairs, seeing him 
running up them before I can even get down one. His eyes 
widened, I never called out for them or spoke without first 
being spoken to. 


“What’s wrong?” He asked worriedly, Cole not far 
behind, his cold eyes trained on me blankly. 


“Xavier’s awake.” I tell them and their eyes widen, even 
Cole’s and then they are both off sprinting towards the 
door of Xavier’s room. Even some of the other men in the 
house are charging towards the room, but as I make my 
way back to the room, they are careful to let me slip 
through without running into me. Xavier probably wasn’t 
going to like that much. 


I wait by the door as James and Cole speak to Xavier, 
until Xavier looks over to me pleading with his eyes for me 


to come over to him. Ducking past the men I make my way 
towards him, placing my hand in his outstretched one. His 
hand immediately clamps around mine and he tugs me 
down onto him. 


“Xavier.” I say blushing a bright red as I scramble to get 
off him, instead choosing to sit by his side on the bed. 


“Inappropriate.” I whisper to Xavier. 


“Mine.” He whispers back and I shake my head at him 
turning my attention to James. 


“How did you know he was awake?” James says. 


“He said my name.” I reply quietly, and James purses his 
lips to hide his smirk. 


“Of course he did.” He mumbled and my cooling cheeks 
go back to their bright red as Xavier wraps his large arm 
around my waist. Now leaned against the headboard he 
tugs me into himself. Pressing a soft kiss to the side of my 
head. 


The noise of footsteps on the stairs let us know the 
doctor was here, and in their haste the guards posted 
outside had left the door open. Their dread is nearly 
tangible in the air and they are all out of the room in mere 
seconds, not wishing to be scolded by James who glares at 
their backs. Xavier’s eyes unmoving from me. 


Moments later the middle aged man trudges in, carrying 
his briefcase with him that although large is nothing 
compared to the one I know Xavier has. 


“Mr.Night, how are you feeling?” He questions setting 
down his stuff and grabbing a stethoscope, pressing it 
against Xavier’s still bare chest. I get off of the bed making 
my way around the bed to give the doctor some space 
ignoring Xavier’s accusing Stare. 


“Fine.” Xavier answers gruffly. We all wait patiently as 
the doctor performs his customary checks, getting a 
resounding no from Xavier when he says he’ll be back later 
tonight. 


“He means that won’t be necessary.” I say and Xavier 
only nods, stretching his hand out for me again. 


“Mr.Night if you don’t mind I think it’s necessary you eat 
something before doing anything else.” He says and I nod 
at Xavier who looks up at me making him sigh. 


“You’re recovering remarkably well Mr.Night but I’d 
suggest a lot of rest, try not to exert yourself too much, and 
drink many fluids, replenish all your vitamins and protein 
needs. I tried to keep all your levels normal in the duration 
of your coma but nothing compares to natural 
consumption.” The doctor says and Xavier gives him a curt 
nod, thanking him and bidding him farewell as Cole offers 
to walk him out. Xavier looks at James pointedly who’s eyes 
widen in realization and he scurries out calling for Cole. 


“I’m going to take a shower love, and then I'll cook 
something up for us, I don’t believe you’ve eaten.” Xavier 
says. 


“Xavier you’re supposed to rest, not cook. Don’t worry 
I’ll cook for us.” I say making Xavier’s eyes widen and he 
gives me a small forced smile. 


“Love I’ve rested for weeks, you though, you seem 
exhausted why don’t you freshen up and take a nap, I'll 
cook.” He says and I shake my head. 


“Well the doctor said to get rest, so I’m cooking.” I say 
and Xavier mumbles something under his breath that 
sounds suspiciously like “that doctor’s going to get my 
home burnt” earning him a sharp “what” from me. Shaking 
his head innocently Xavier pushes the sheets away from 


himself, twisting so his legs are off the bed. Gingerly he 
stands onto his feet seemingly shaky after resting for 
weeks and I rush forward to stabilize him. 


A slight smirk comes onto his face as the dimple pops out 
and he wraps his hands around my hips tightly as he 
purposely allows himself to fall backwards onto the bed. 
Landing right on top of him I let out a loud oomph, despite 
his gentle grip the sudden fall had knocked the breath right 
out of me. He looks up at me innocently as I lay on top of 
him and glare. 


“You’re going to reopen your wound doing stuff like 
that.” I scold and he leans up pressing a soft kiss to my 
cheek. 


“It doesn’t matter.” He mumbles against my skin, the 
feeling of his lips against my cheek causing heat to rise to 
them and they redden under his touch making his eyes 
brighten with adoration. He mumbles something under his 
breath that sounds alarmingly like “I’d like to lick that 
blush” and I hastily try to push myself off him only to have 
him pout at me sadly. The crazy lion cub was going to try to 
lick me. 


“Don’t go.” He mumbles softly, his eyes always grew sad 
when I pulled away from him, my behaviour before his 
coma not helping at all. 

“I’m right here.” I reply softly wrapping my arms tightly 
around him and squeezing him to me. 


“But you should shower, and don’t worry I’ll ask James to 
get us something.” I say and he smiles nodding, pressing a 
kiss to my forehead he lets me up. He looks nearly 
reluctant to let me go, his eyes saddening as my skin leaves 
his, a fear filling them. Almost as if he were afraid, afraid 
I’d never let him come so close again, afraid as soon as his 
hands were off of me I’d cringe away, never to be in his 


arms again. The feeling of immense satisfaction at having 
him here was overwhelming, but the underlying fear was 
undeniable. I too was reluctant to let go of him, but his 
health was more important than my fears. 


Pushing my hair out of my face I let out a deep breath, 
watching his broad back disappear into the washroom, 
door closing gently behind him. Silver eyes meeting with 
mine, a fear in them of me leaving never to return when he 
lost sight of me. Rushing into my own room, passing some 
bewildered guards I shut the door behind me. Grabbing a 
towel I made my way into the washroom, closing it behind 
me and locking it, before unlocking it. The guards wouldn’t 
dare, and Xavier was too much of a gentleman. 


Stripping my clothes off quickly I stepped into the 
shower, turning the nozzle making the hot water cascade 
down on my cold skin, relaxing my muscles and flattening 
my crazy hair to me. Rubbing in some shampoo I rinse it 
out, adding some conditioner to my washed hair I put some 
body wash on a loofah rubbing it into my skin. Keeping my 
hair away from the water, until I was done soaping up, only 
then allowing the spray to rinse the sweet strawberry 
smelling conditioner. Rubbing in some of my face wash into 
my face as well, I stood still under the water for a bit. 
Letting it cascade over me as I tried not to let my mind 
wander but it was near impossible. 


It was time, time for any misconceptions to be cleared, 
for me to know him completely and wholeheartedly. See the 
things he’d hidden from everyone, see the parts of Xavier 
that I didn’t even know existed, to embrace them. Allow 
them to become as much mine, as they were his. The 
logical part of me, although not dominant at the moment it 
was there, and it wondered if I would be able to. My heart 
refused to believe he was bad, but my mind feared the 
ruthlessness I had seen in him, wondered if it were possibly 


explicable. What type of world did that exist in, was that a 
world I could be a part of. One I’d want to. 


Biting into my lip I sighed softly, turning the nozzle 
shutting off the relaxing spray. Wiping at the steam on the 
glass of the door with my hand, I pull it open, grabbing the 
towel and running it over my body. I wrap it around myself 
firmly before grabbing the second and giving my hair a 
sound run through, putting it up messily as I walk out of 
the bathroom and straight into my closet. Putting on my 
undergarments, I throw on another sweater, opting for 
jeans this time. 


Pulling open my door I walk out of the room, stumbling 
over my own two feet as I walk towards Xavier’s room. I 
peek in from the doorway to see him sitting on the bed, 
dressed in a well pressed white dress shirt, and black dress 
pants. Fiddling with his large fingers, legs hanging off the 
side of his bed, creases forming around his seated form on 
the freshly changed sheets. 


He was dressed the same way the night of our first kiss, 
and coincidentally I was wearing the same beige sweater. 
Eyebrows creased, plump red lips pursed, narrow 
structured jaw clenched tightly. Tears spring to my eyes, 
and as I look at him, and suddenly all that I’d been 
worrying about seems to fade away, unremembered. I step 
into the room 
and he looks up relief clear on his face as he looks at me. 
Springing up from his spot on his bed he stalks towards 
me, a smile growing on his face as his eyes rake over my 
outfit. He remembered. 


His arm wounds around my waist and he gently pulls me 
in to the room, closing the door softly behind me, he 
presses me against it. Taking a step closer, he wounds both 
his arms around me as he leans down, eyes flickering from 


my eyes to lips. His lips descend softly down onto mine, and 
although physically impossible, it feels as if it’s my first 
time truly breathing in weeks as his lips move against 
mine, so softly but an urgency lying beneath, so very close 
to the surface. It’s true what they say, actions speak in 
volumes that words can’t. The way our lips moulded 
together, bodies connecting, no space left in between as if 
we were made to be together, make it despite the odds, 
fated. As if we were made for each other, and only one 
another, never to be apart. 


My lips move against his, matching the gentle tone of his 
kiss. Without uttering a word his lips tell me how sorry he 
is, how much he loves me, how much he’s missed me. I can 
only hope mine do the same, for there were no words 
capable of explaining the way I felt, such words weren’t 
created in any language, they couldn’t possibly have been. 
Nobody else could’ve possibly felt like this and not told the 
world, not shouted it out, sung songs, painted paintings, 
written novels, sculpted sculptures about this feeling. But 
no art form created got even close to describing this 
feeling. 


His tongue runs gently over my bottom lip, making my 
entire body tremble slightly and his arms tighten around 
me, tugging me closer. Our hearts beat frantically in our 
chests, it was indistinguishable which heartbeat belonged 
to who, perhaps there was no distinction, perhaps they beat 
together. Perhaps I was as much him as he was me. A faint 
feeling begins to creep up, and it takes me a moment to 
realize what it was, as immortal as this feeling was, we 
weren't. Unfortunately we both needed to breathe. Pushing 
off of his chest, Xavier parts our lips slightly, enough for us 
both to catch a breath, but breathing in the same air. 

“I love you.” He mumbles, his lips brushing against mine 
with each word. 


“T love you.” I respond, and just like our first kiss, a smile 
pops onto his face, dimple popping up on his cheek. Despite 
what had gone on between us, how long it had been, I’m 
left just as breathless. 


Setting his plate down he turns towards me, my eyes 
brimming with tears that overflow easily onto my cheeks. 
How sick would a man have to be to do that to his own wife 
and child, to treat them like dirt, or perhaps even worse. To 
subject them to such pain and misery, it made me wonder 
what kind resided within him. 


I sniffle softly and cup my hand onto my mouth trying to 
muffle the sob, I didn’t want him to have to comfort me. 


“I’m s-so sorry Xavier.” I mumble looking up at him, my 
body jolting upwards with a sob as I use my open palm to 
wipe the tears off my cheeks. 


“No baby don’t cry, don’t cry for me baby girl, I’m not 
worthy of those precious tears. You-you understand that 
she wasn’t weak don’t you. She wasn’t, she was just in so 
much pain, and so tired, anybody else would’ve given up 
long before. But not her, she was not weak, but strong, so 
strong. She didn’t deserve any of it I-I couldn’t save her, 
she was the first I couldn’t save, and then my own sister.” 
My heart clenches as I see his glassy eyes grow frantic, 
many emotions passing through them as he _ speaks. 
Desperation for me to understand, for the world to 
understand and then regret, the kind that tears a man 
apart, turns him into nothing. I knew a part of what that 
felt like, and only through the reassurance of the one you 
felt you betrayed could that be healed, but Xavier had 
never gotten that. 


“It wasn’t your fault, you did all you could, but you can’t 
help the actions of the sick twisted people in this world. 


Good can’t always win against the bad, bad has a lot of 
strength, as much determination as the good may have, the 
bad has no morals. Your father had none, he was a 
despicable man, and your mother was so strong Xavier, just 
like her son.” I say softly, and he looks up at me through his 
lashes, darkened by the dampening of tears. 


Holding my arms out to him, despite how much I want to, 
I don’t throw myself at him, embrace him to me. It was up 
to him to take the support, to accept the comfort, it was 
important to let him know all of this was in his control, he’d 
never be forced. Speaking of his past, brought it back for 
him, he was once again the fourteen year old boy unable to 
do anything as his mother died in his arms. 


Slowly he shuffled closer, wrapping his arms around me, 
setting the dishes that sat between us on the floor I 
wrapped my own arms tightly around him. Letting go of 
me, he lay back onto the bed, opening his arms up to me 
and I crawled into them, resting my head on his chest, I lay 
draped over him. Reaching upwards I rubbed my cold thin 
fingers over the underside of his eyes, wiping away the 
wetness beneath them. 


“IT had to leave my hometown, I couldn’t stand the 
questions, the accusing stares. People thought I’d killed 
their heroic handsome sheriff. I was out on the streets for 
months, before a man found me. He was a smuggler, but he 
had a big heart, I worked for him. I was tall and broad for 
my age, capable bodied and my age made me an unlikely 
suspect. In return for my services he gave me shelter, paid 
for my education. Paid for the lawyers of the case I had to 
fight against the accusations of killing my father, which was 
alright, but those sick bastards they tried to blame me for 
my mother’s too. Saying I killed her, as if I could ever.” I 
reach out and grab his hand in my free one, giving it a 
reassuring squeeze. 


“But they weren’t able to, my father’s case went on for 
years. In the end we won, but everyone knew I’d done it. 
Word spread of the ruthless uncatchable delinquent. But it 
was still nothing unmanageable. One night, one of my 
favourite professors, he lived near the university, and I was 
on my way home when I heard screaming from his home. 
Then the shadow of a person, banging desperately on the 
door through the decorative foggy glass at the top of it, but 
they were pulled back by their long hair. I broke into the 
home thinking my professor was in trouble, only to see the 
sick bastard raping his own daughter. She was only 12.” He 
says his voice beginning to crack, and I rub soft circles onto 
his jaw with my thumb. 


“IT beat him up, took the girl to my home, I no longer 
lived with the man but I still worked for him, his wife was 
unable to have children. They were willing to adopt her. 
The little girl, she was beautiful, she had hair just like my 
mother’s. That day I realized, this didn’t just happen to my 
mother and I, many others suffered this abuse by people no 
one would believe were inflicting this type of pain and 
misery upon others. The type of people one thought were 
incapable of such actions, the type that easily got away 
with it. I completed my degree in business, slowly built up 
Night Enterprises, but on the side I was doing something 
much more illegal. Word spread of my beating influential 
men, but no one knew why, and they started calling me The 
Beast.” He said. 


“It’s how I met some of these men, and the women, 
they’re victims of cases similar to what I went through. 
They all understand, and they’re the ones who wanted to 
help. Some are more horrific than others. Cole’s story is 
horrible, perhaps even worst than my own. His mother was 
beautiful, kind like mine, her parents arranged for her to 
marry Cole’s father. A much older man, and he became 


infatuated with her. Overbearingly possessive to the point 
where he kept her locked up, forcefully impregnating her 
numerous times, killing off the children one by one if she 
stepped out of line.” I can’t hold back my flinch at his 
words and Xavier’s eyes soften as he notices, I shake my 
head slightly at the hesitant look on his face. I wanted to 
hear all he had to say. 


“He hired a woman to get the necessities, do the 
housework, he was a famous marine you see, a taint on the 
name of veterans and soldiers. But hiring her was his 
biggest mistake, Cole’s mother fell in love with her, and she 
too loved Cole’s mother. He killed off all of her children 
when he caught them together once, except the eldest, 
Cole. He forced him to rape the woman, in front of his 
mother, the sick bastard. In his twisted mind he was 
defiling and ruining the woman in his wife’s eyes. It was at 
gunpoint, and at the young age of only sixteen, Cole had no 
choice.” Xavier pauses to wipe at the tears I hadn’t even 
realized had once again begun to fall from my eyes. I take a 
deep breath and squeeze his hand, letting him know he can 
continue. 


“Cole lost all his siblings and his sanity that night, he 
heard of me a few days later, somehow managed to contact 
me, and I took care of his father for him. His mother lives 
with the woman now but very far away, Cole hasn’t had the 
courage to face his mother after that night, still doesn’t, 
and it’s been years. All those stories are horrific, but Cole 
was one of the only ones to give me permission to share 
his. James’ story is connected with Alia, his wife so he can’t 
make that decision. It’s how I’ve earned this reputation, it’s 
what I do angel, I kill people, punish them when the law’s 
unable to, the human embodiment of hell.” He says and I 
shake my head at him, killing was wrong, and I wished with 
all my heart that Xavier had never killed. Not just due to 


moral beliefs, but also because of what killing someone can 
do to a person. 


“You've saved lives.” I tell him leaning up to kiss his 
cheek and he shakes his head slowly clenching his eyes 
shut tight, before reopening them. 


“Do you remember that night, I came home absolutely 
rattled, and wouldn’t tell you what was wrong?” He asks 
and I nod, the first night I’d seen him vulnerable, the night 
he’d told me he loved me. 


“For months I’d been dealing with a case, similar to 
mine, drunkard sick father, but a cop. His wife had a three 
year old daughter, she had big brown eyes too, like yours.” 
He says, caressing the side of my face affectionately with 
the back of his hand, his eyes softening as he gazes at me 
through lidded eyes. 


“He abused them both, even the child, and I came up 
with a way to get them away from him, far away where he 
wouldn’t find them, at least I’d hoped. He was the who 
trashed your apartment. Despite my efforts, the database of 
the police is quite advanced, and he found them, months 
later but he found them. The sick bastard murdered them 
both, but not easily, he tortured them, and to my office he 
sent the eyes of his deceased daughter, for the obvious 
similarities they held with yours. I couldn’t save them 
Raine, I’ve let countless die, no matter how much I try, I 
can’t. I can’t stop those sick bastards, and if I go to prison, 
SO many would be free to torment the families they are now 
too afraid to approach. But only because I’m free, but that 
was the last straw.” Xavier says, and I can see how much it 
tormented him that the innocent woman and child had 
died. 


“He was brutal, so when James told me he’d found him, I 
couldn’t wait a second longer, and I honestly didn’t know 


you were going to be home that night angel. I don’t want 
you to ever be near that pain, that misery, that 
helplessness. I’m sorry that you witnessed that. But I’m not 
sorry I did it Raine, I don’t know if that makes me the beast 
everyone says I am, but Raine I can’t let you go. I’ll stop if 
that’s what you want, just please don’t leave me. Please 
don’t leave me baby girl, I’m nothing without you. I need 
you, but I’ll understand if I’m not what you need, what you 
want, how could you. How could an angel love the beast, 
how could anyone?” He whispers softly, a tear trailing down 
his cheek, pressing my lips to it I capture it between them. 


Leaning down I press my lips to his softly, our tears 
mixing as our lips move very gently, simply revelling in the 
feel of one another’s. 


“Loving someone isn’t to change them to what you deem 
perfect, but falling for all the little things that’s make them 
who they are. I’m in love with you Xavier, your past doesn’t 
change what I feel for you. Neither does your current work, 
I don’t care if it’s deemed illegal, to me you’re a hero. You 
can’t save everyone, no one can, but even one life is worth 
so much Xavier. If you’ve ever saved one person then you 
are a hero. You’re not a beast, you’re my Xavier, you’re not 
a murderer you’re my Xavier. You’re a man that I’m proud 
to love, that I’m sure your mother is so proud of. I don’t 
know if this was what she wanted for you, but I know she 
would’ve been so proud. It’s not right to kill, but I see that 
you felt as if you had no choice.” I tell him looking into the 
melting silver I’d fallen irrevocably in love with, and there 
was no turning back. I had no reason to, I’d forever be by 
the side of this foolish beautiful man, who thought he was a 
beast due to the moronic claims of society, when really he 
was trying to protect the innocent. A man of courage, a 
man worth fighting for, a man to be proud of. 


“She wanted me to be a chef, well I wanted to, and she 
supported me wholeheartedly. My mom would’ve loved you, 
I just know she would have. She always wanted me to fall in 
love with a wonderful kind woman, and I’ve found more 
than even she could’ve hoped for, more than I could’ve 
dared to dream of.” He says softly pressing a tender kiss to 
my forehead. 


“Good, cause you’re stuck with me, even though I really 
can’t cook.” I say softly and he smiles softly, pressing a 
deep kiss to my lips, not moving them, just letting them 
meet before pulling away his dimple making me smile. 


“I’m glad, and I can always cook for you.” He says quietly 
in his husky deep voice, hugging me tightly to his chest. 


“T love you.” I don’t think I’d ever want to stop hearing 
those words. 


“IT love you.” I reply, and he sighs deeply in content, 
suddenly pulling me up so that I’m eye level with him. 


“Is it bad I don’t even want to respond, I just wish to 
hear you say it again and again. But even then it wouldn’t 
enough, even a lifetime wouldn’t be enough. I need eternity 
with you Raine Pierce, I wish to become yours, to make you 
mine in every way known to human kind. I’d marry you in 
every way possible on this earth, following traditions of 
different cultures and religions, just to unite us in 
everyone’s eyes. Not that anyone’s words matter, what 
anyone else thinks matters, only you mater to me Raine. 
You’re my world, my little love, you’re everything I know, 
everything I could wish for, everything I need, and 
everything I’ve ever dreamt of. The beast’s beauty. The only 
good in me is you, the only thing I care about in me is the 
thought of you, that heart that beats only for you.” He says 
gently, large warm hands caressing over my back gently, 


raking through my hair. Lips pressing kisses to the skin he 
can reach as he speaks. His lips press to my own softly. 


He was so much more, he’d become my world, and I’d 
make sure he knew. 


book is coming to an end, this isn’t the last chapter though 
there will be more, and I’m afraid I’m unable to let go but 
I’ll have to. I can’t believe it, my lovelies this book has 
reached number four in romance. Although rankings do not 
matter to me, some of my favourites aren’t even in the top 
forties, but this is insane. Thank you my lovelies, for that. I 
love you all so much, so inexplicably much. Unfortunately 
my phone and my Wattpad app weren’t getting along very 
well, and I had to suffer the consequences. I get 
notifications of comments and messages but then I can’t 
see most of them. I’m sorry if I haven’t replied to you, I 
probably did not see what you wrote. I had somebody take 
a look at it though so everything should work fine now. I 
hope wherever you are you all find what you’re looking for. 
You find love beyond what you could’ve dreamed of, or if 
that’s not what you’re looking for then you find what it is 
you are. Most importantly everyone deserves to be happy. 
Sometimes happiness awaits us, sometimes we have to 
snatch it, reach out for it whenever you can though my 
lovelies. I hope you all have a great night. 


Chapter 46 


Biting into the inside of my cheek I watch in dismay as 
the candy apple eyed monster grabs a handful of the flour 
throwing it at Sophie, who’s menacing glare turns 
absolutely murderous. Getting on the tips of my toes I try 
to see past the crowd hoping Maggie was making her way 
into the cafe, but unfortunately she still wasn’t back. Our 
delivery hadn’t been right this week, and she’d entrusted 
the cafe to me while she went to pick up the few items 
they’d failed to deliver. Although if one were to ask Sophie 
and Jay they’d say she entrusted it to all three of us, it was 
as if they forgot they didn’t work here. Despite how close 
we were, when it came to occupation, we weren’t a 
package deal, just cause I worked here didn’t mean they 
did too. 


The two had gotten into a fight for a reason they 
probably didn’t even care to remember and were currently 
horrifying my poor customers. Well at least I’d thought they 
were, until the supposed poor customers began pulling out 
their phones and cheering for their favourite of the two. 
They’d all formed a ring around the two, a seemingly 
impenetrable one. As much as I’d tried no one would let me 
through, but Maggie she knew just how to handle this sort 
of thing. We got many professionals in here on Monday 
morning nursing their wine inspired Sunday night 
hangovers, ready to brawl over an accidental shove. As 
sweet as the lady was the whole town knew not to mess 
with her when she was mad. Unlike me who I’d thought I’d 
heard somebody whisper they should just put me in the 
empty egg box and tape it shut to ensure I couldn’t put an 
end to their unexpected entertainment. 


As the sound of the crack of eggs reached me, I pulled up 
the sleeves of my white fluffy sweater, readying my elbows, 
beginning to shove my way through the family people. 
Shouting out apologies and requests to be excused but not 
stopping for any of the dirty looks thrown my way. 


Making it to the front I let out a groan as I stepped into a 
pile of flour, that was going to be hell to clean up. 
“That’s enough you guys.” I growled irritated at the pair, 
currently holding each other’s shoulders, both trying to 
push the other, neither one succeeding. 


“Stop it now is I will chop off or scoop out your genitals 
and grind them into our new spring smoothie.” I yell, 
panting for air, my face burning as I seethe. The whole cafe 
goes completely silent, parents beginning to escort their 
children away from the crazy barista, mumbling to each 
other quietly. Jay’s eyes connect with mine and I make a 
grinding noise through gritted teeth, hissing at Sophie for 
good measure. 


“T’ll get the broom.” “T’ll get the mop.” They say in sync 
nearly bumping into each other in their hurry to scurry 
away from me. 


“She’s insane.” I hear Jay mumble to Sophie as they let 
their arms drop back to their sides. 
“T heard that.” I snap making them jump, as they fasten 
their pace towards the backroom. 


Making my way around the flour, and eggs, I make it to 
the coffee machine, humming to myself as I brew another 
pot. Turning around to face the few customers left, I smile 
at them. 

“Anybody want a refill?” I ask, and they shake their heads 
quickly. 


Shrugging to myself I turn my attention back to the 
coffee, inhaling the strong scent of the Arabic blend. I 
wasn’t a huge coffee fan but I’d always loved the smell. 


Picking up the bag of icing I raise it to eye level, 
scrunching my nose in disgust as I see a piece of long light 
brown hair on it. Unquestionably Sophie’s, while Sophie 
liked to punch and shove, Jay played dirty and went for the 
hair. Although that was only when he fought with Sophie, 
Jay never really physically fought with me all too much, and 
when he did he knew I’d castrate him if he tried to pull my 
hair. Or perhaps he was afraid his hand would never come 
back out, he knew how tangled my hair got. Our fights 
consisted mainly of ferocious hand slapping, and insults 
that at the time seemed witty, but after we would turn red 
when asked about. 


Tossing out the bag of pink frosting, I grab the bowl from 
the fridge squirting out some more into a fresh bag. 
Twisting it up and attaching the nozzle I get to work. Cole 
would be going to visit his mother, and he wanted to take 
cupcakes for her, and her wife. He’d fallen in love with the 
ones with the bright pink frosting, truly they were 
butterscotch vanilla, but he swore they were different than 
the creme coloured ones which were the exact same 
flavour. These were the ones he’d insisted he had to take 
for his mother. He didn’t talk a whole lot, he was similar to 
Xavier in that fashion, but over time we’d begun to get 
closer. It’d taken me a week of probing and incessant 
begging, for him to agree, although I think it was the call 
from my own mother that had broken him. 


He’d agreed to give his mother a call, and to support him 
I’d stayed right before him. His blue eyes had teared up as 
a soft feminine voice uttered a gentle greeting. For the very 
first time I’d seen something in his eyes other than sadness 
as that soft voice told him she loved him. Her voice audibly 


cracking as if she’d recognized his very breathing. For the 
first time I had seen hope in his eyes, a hope for 
redemption, and for once they were not cold, but simply 
blue. Almost childlike in their glowing delight of being 
accepted and loved. 


Behind the cold facade Cole was simply a boy, a boy 
whom’s childhood had been taken away far too quick, and 
in the most brutal of ways. He was older than me, and had 
endured and done far worse things, but in that moment he 
had been so vulnerable I had been tempted to look away, 
the moment so very private. He’d hugged me tightly after 
hanging up, his breathing rapid, mumbling a quiet thank 
you to me before letting go. Pressing a soft brotherly kiss to 
the side of my head he’d left the house. 


“Raine I might’ve gotten some egg in the new broom, 

and I know you love it. I’m really sorry and I just want you 
to remember I got you a signed copy of The Sea of 
Tranquility for your last birthday.” Jay says breaking me out 
of my thoughts as he looks at me nervously from under his 
lashes. My gaze falls to the brim now covered in egg yolk 
and egg shells, he’d probably forgotten how fragile eggs 
were and just tried to roll them around the the rest of the 
mess. I glare at him, my lips curling down in dismay at his 
attempts of pacification. 
“Just get the cafe cleaned up both of you, and then get 
yourselves cleaned up, we’ll handle the broom later.” I say 
and Jay nods his head curiously looking like a little green 
eyed bobble head doll. 


I keep a watch on them from the corner of my eye, 
watching as Jay whistles while swinging the broom around 
unnecessarily far. Accidentally jabbing Sophie in the side as 
he pulls it back. She whispers something to him that makes 
his eyes widen and he quickly sweeps up the mess from 


there, hurrying to get closer to me and further from Sophie 
who smiles triumphantly as she mops. 


I shake my head at them, continuing to frost the 
cupcakes, careful to ensure they were perfect swirls. Cole 
had been really stressed out, the last thing he needed was 
to be more stressed over something as minuscule as the 
frosting being messy on the cupcakes. Taking the little 
orchids I’d had Maggie make out of the fondant frosting, I 
placed them carefully onto the frosted cupcakes. Cole had 
told me orchids were his mother’s favourite flower, and that 
she had somehow always smelled like them too. 


The bell in the door rings and in walks Maggie, I smile at 
her largely, whipping around to check if the two 
knuckleheads had managed to clean up before her arrival. 
Impressively enough the cafe was once again spotless, I’d 
give them both a chocolate chip cookie when the new batch 
came out in reward. They loved chocolate chip cookies. 


“Take a break honey, I’ll handle the customers for now.” 
Maggie says and I shake my head I had to finish these 
cupcakes, they needed to have time for the icing to settle. 


“Just let me finish these and locate the two morons, you 
shouldn’t have to watch them while tending to the cafe.” I 
say not lifting my gaze off the cupcakes. 


“They won’t be any troub-, actually it’s probably best if 
you just take them with you.” Maggie says, catching herself 
as she remembers who exactly she’s speaking of. They 
were both adults, one had a professional job the other was 
nearly done university and yet I’d trust a pair of toddlers to 
be more responsible. 


Finishing up the frosting I set the cupcakes carefully 
onto the counter, just as the timer for the oven goes off. 
Placing on the adorable gloves shaped like big coffee mugs 


I pull out the cookies, the smell of chocolate making my 
eyes fall shut in pleasure. The sweet rich creamy cocoa 
aroma making its way quickly through the cafe. I leave the 
door of the oven open purposely for a few moments to let 
the smell spread. 


Placing a few hot cookies on plates I spot the heads of 
Sophie and Jay near the couches near the towering book 
shelves. Making my way over to them, I smile as Jay passes 
his cup of hot cocoa to Sophie who takes a sip before 
setting it on the armrest. Shuffling closer to Jay on the 
couch as she turns the page of the book they’re reading 
together. 


They fought a whole lot but just a little while later they’d 
have made up again. They normally weren’t so cuddly, 
perhaps because Sophie refused to admit she was like the 
average human with a soul who liked to cuddle. Jay never 
said it but if you were sitting next to him he’d slowly keep 
getting closer until he was pressed into you, he really did 
remind me of a naughty little bunny. 


“Break time guys.” I say suddenly and they both jump. 
“Mother buttmunchers.” Jay yells and me and Sophie look 
at him in confusion that slowly turns to amusement. 

“Hey some of Raine’s curses aren’t even real words.” Jay 
says defensively, making me scoff, I was always pulled into 
random stuff when it came to him. 

“But what exactly is a mother buttmuncher, I’m actually 
very intrigued.” Sophie says, and Jay’s eyes brighten as he 
delves into a vivid explanation. I shake my head mentally 
praying no children, or really any humans were around. 
Nobody deserved to have to listen to that, dirty little bunny. 


Jay holds the door open for us and we walk through 
settling down around the table. Placing the plate in the 
centre of the table, I watch as hearts appear in Jay and 


Sophie’s eyes as they pounce on the cookies, grabbing a 
few in each hand, juggling them as they were still hot. 


I grab onto my bag I’d carelessly left strewn on the table 
this morning. Pulling out the chicken sandwich that Xavier 
had made for me. I bite my lip to hide my smile, as I 
remember the way his soft plump lips had brushed against 
my ear, warm breath blowing on my neck as he carefully 
placed it in. Almost able to feel the heat of his body 
emanating onto my own as he stood behind me. 


“Did you get that from here, since when do you guys 
make sandwiches, I want one.” Sophie says. 
“No its, it’s actually from home Xavier made it.” I say and 
her eyes widen in realization before her mouth juts out ina 
pout. 


“Why don’t we have boyfriends who make us chicken 
sandwiches?” She whines to Jay. 
“I’m working on it baba pea.” Jay says licking his lips and I 
scrunch my nose, as I unwrap my sandwich offering them 
both a bite. 
“But not for you, you my lovely vile hag are just going to 
have to survive off of sloppy tuna sandwiches and be 
eternally alone.” Jay says. 
“With mouldy bread.” He whispers as an afterthought, his 
candy apple green eyes twinkling in mischief and Sophie 
whacks him upside the head, before reaching over to grab 
another cookie. 


“Are you seeing someone?” I ask Jay nearly bouncing in 
my seat and he looks at me like a deer caught in 
headlights, his cheeks puffed out with cookies, and yet he 
stuffs another one in his mouth. Chewing quickly and 
swallowing before he shakes his head grabbing for my 
water bottle as I frown. 


“We need to set him up with someone, he needs an outlet 
for his perverse urges.” I say and Jay nods before he 
realizes what I said, his hand flying to his chest as he looks 
at me appalled grabbing another cookie and biting into it 
angrily. 


“How was the vacation? You really don’t tan do you, 
you’re so lucky the fair skin suits you. I’d kill for a 
vacation.” Sophie asks. We had gone with the vacation 
excuse, Xavier’s secrets weren’t mine to tell, as much as I 
loved Sophie and Jay, it wasn’t my place to tell. Xavier had 
said I could do what I saw fit, but it wasn’t right that was 
his story, not mine. 


“It was great.” I say shortly taking another big bite of the 
sandwich and Jay looks at me suspiciously. My heartbeat 
quickens and I give him a puffed cheek smile, a soft giggle 
sounding behind me. Swivelling around in my chair I see 
Maggie shaking her head at me. Jay would ask about it 
when we were alone later, that was for sure, but he’d 
understand if I told him I couldn’t tell. That’s what I loved 
about him, Jay was the most understanding person. 


“T’d missed having you around here Raine.” She says, 
stooping down to place a soft kiss to my cheek, swallowing 
I smile at her happily. 


It’s been a week since I came back but my shifts at the 
cafe were so often that my short departure had seemed so 
long to Maggie. Also we were much closer than the average 
employer and employee. I’d never really known my 
grandparents they’d passed away when I was too young, 
and Maggie and Cyrus had always been like my 
grandparents to me. Luckily she’d had Sophie and Jay to 
help out in my absence. The town was quite small and this 
being the only cafe, it got quite busy in here. 


“I missed you too Maggie.” I reply. 
“IT went on vacation last year no one missed me.” Jay says 
pouting. 
“It’s okay bunny I missed you.” I say extending my arms out 
and he scoots his chair closer, nestling into me. 
“Raine you and chocolate are the only ones that love me.” 
He says and Maggie and Sophie roll their eyes, nearly in 
sync and I watch in fascination, as they mouth drama 
queen at the same time as well. 


My phone vibrates in my pocket and I put down the last 
bite of my sandwich which gets immediately scooped up by 
Jay who gives me a toothy smile making me snort. 


“Hello.” I say quietly into the phone. 
“Hey Raine I’m outside the cafe, is the stuff ready?” Cole 
asks making me laugh it sounded as if we were doing a 
drug deal. 
“Yep and it’s the good stuff.” I say getting a little carried 
away, eliciting a sigh from Cole. 
“You'd faint at the sight of drugs.” Cole says and I gasp. 
“I think I have great dealing potential.” I argue and Cole 
says nothing for a moment. 
“We'll discuss this later, maybe the boss can get you into 
the pharmaceutical end if you’re really so deadset on it. I’m 
coming in.” He says and I hang up. 


“He’s here to pick the cakes up, I’ll be back guys.” I say, 
getting up and making my way behind the counter where 
the cupcakes are. 


Grabbing one of our light pink boxes I pile the cupcakes 
in, tying a white bow over them. Turning around my eyes 
connect with blue ones. I show him the box and he nods at 
me in gratitude pulling out his wallet. 


“No don’t worry about it.” I say and Cole, looks at me 
confused. 


“You don’t have to pay, good luck Cole, and don’t be 
nervous she’s going to be glad to see you.” I say and he lets 
out a deep breath nodding. Too nervous to argue with me. 


“Thank you, Raine really.” He says, thanking me for 
much more than just the cupcakes. I smile at him, shooing 
him away, I wait till he’s out of the cafe before I make my 
way back in. My eyes on my feet as I walk. 


My eyes widen as I look up to see all three of their heads 
poking out of the back room, Jay and Sophie’s eyes a little 
cloudy and wide. 

“What was that?” Jay asks softly. 

“That was a Cole.” I say. 

“It was a very hot Cole.” Sophie says, and I scrunch my 
nose, it was weird to hear people speak of Cole that way. 

“A very fine young man.” Maggie agrees, making me shake 
my head. 


“Can you call him back the cookies are getting a little 
cold I’ll just warm them on that sizzling body of his.” Jay 
says, mischief filling his eyes though his smooth voice was 
very serious. 

“Ew.” I say, even though Cole was older than me I sort of 
thought of him as a younger brother so that was 
nauseating. 


“Yeah of course you’d say that you have silver eyes, god 
where do you get these men is there like some secret 
boutique or factory or wishing well?” Sophie asks trailing 
off and I shake my head. 


“Come on you get the best looking one but this one you 
can give to me.” Jay says. 
“T don’t own him Jay I can’t just pluck him out of his place 
on the shelf and wrap him up and give him to you.” I say. 
“That’d be useless, I’m just going to be unwrapping him 
anyway.” Jay says suggestively making Sophie and Maggie 


burst out in fits of giggles. 
“T’ll be outside you three perverts can vibe off of each 
other’s pervy vibes.” I say walking back out. 


The evening passes by quickly as I tend to customers, 
mentally reminding myself to tell Maggie to order another 
coffee machine. The current one just wasn’t enough we 
needed more coffee brewing at one time, especially during 
the evenings. I had accidentally dropped some hot cocoa on 
a poor customer in my hurry. Luckily they didn’t mind at 
all, strangely they’d licked their hand and told me it needed 
some more whip cream. Fascinated and slightly weirded 
out I’d obliged. Making them a new one with extra whip 
cream, and placing a swirl in their outstretched hand. One 
thing one could learn working at a store open to the public, 
was to take strange occurrences in astride. 


The cafe finally calmed down enough for me to let 
Maggie go order some books in the back, and for me to 
locate the two people that never seemed to leave the cafe. 
Sophie was working on some homework and Jay was 
pretending to help her but really he just served as a 
distraction, not that she minded. Dropping by the backroom 
I kneeled down beside Maggie who sat on her spinning 
comfy looking chair in front of her laptop. She slid off her 
reading glasses looking at me, a soft smile playing on her 
beautifully aged face. Her eyes though had been filled with 
conflicting emotions the entire at and is meant to ask her 
about it but hadn’t gotten the chance. 


“It’s his birthday tomorrow isn’t it?” I ask and Maggie 
nods. 
“It’s why the cafe is going to be closed, I’m gonna drive up 
to where he asked me to marry him.” Maggie says. 
“Cyrus loved that place, he’d tell me all about it but never 
where it was, he said that was a secret.” I say laughing 
softly. 


“Like he’d never tell me the recipe of that oolong tea you 
two used to make.” Maggie sad and I smile, really we’d just 
found it at a grocery store once, and decided to sell it since 
we were too tired to make any. Maggie had been gone to 
visit her sister, and we’d told the customers it was the 
weekend special, putting it in our fanciest cups and they’d 
loved it. 


“Never let a day go by Raine without professing your 
love to the ones you love. It’s so important to let them know 
how much you love them. The first time Xavier walked into 
this cafe behind you, I’d seen it in his eyes that he was 
head over heels for you. Don’t let that go Raine, love is the 
most beautiful thing in the world.” Maggie says and I nod. 
“IT won’t I promise.” I reassure her softly. 

“I love you Maggie, have a great night I’ve gotta get 
going.” I say and she nods patting my head softly before 
leaning in to press a kiss to my cheek, before she turns 
back to her ordering. Grabbing my bag I make my way out, 
seeing the two knuckleheads giggling manically amongst 
each other sitting on one of the tables. 

“Bye guys.” I say pressing kisses to both of their cheeks 
and they bid me a loud goodnight, attracting attention from 
all the customers. 


Opening up the till, I slip in enough money to cover the 
cupcakes, it would be a good luck gift from me to Cole. I 
turn around ready to get going, knowing Xavier would be 
waiting outside only to come face to face with Jay. 

“Hey I know you didn’t go on vacation.” He says, and I 
nibble on my lip nervously. 

“T’d like to know but you don’t have to tell me if you don’t 
want to okay Raine, but just know I’m here to listen if you 
do. I’m only a phone call away, and one text will suffice if 
it’s about that smexy blue eyed guy feeling lonely.” He says 
and I giggle, mumbling an okay as I wrap my arms tightly 


around him hugging him to me. 

“Goodnight bunny.” I say, bopping his nose as I make my 
way around him, turning to look into his candy apple green 
eyes one last time, seeing them shine brightly as if they too 
were smiling. 


I push the door open, seeing Xavier’s large black SUV 
parked beside the curb, the owner leaning against it with 
his arms crossed on his chest. His grey eyes melting into a 
sweet silver as my eyes connect with his, seeming to glow 
in the darkness of the night. 

“Hello.” I say softly as I reach him, a soft smile tilting up 
his plump red lips. Wrapping his arms around my waist he 
crushes me to his chest, lifting me off the floor so that only 
my toes touch it as he nuzzles his face into the skin of my 
throat. My whole body pressed completely into the firm 
warm build of his, his scent engulfing me completely. 

“Hello love.” He replies, pressing his lips to the skin of my 
throat, warming me up. 


Setting me down, he pulls open the door, allowing me to 
nestle in comfortably before he makes his way to his own 
side slipping in. Tugging on his belt, he puts the car in 
drive, pulling off onto the road, his large hand enveloping 
mine in warmth, and he rests both our hands on my lap. I 
play with his fingers softly humming to myself. 

“How was your day love?” Xavier asks. 

“It was good I accidentally spilt hot chocolate on this guy 
and he licked his hand and told me there wasn’t enough 
whip cream. Do you think that’s strange?” I ask. 

“Well yes I do, but it’s a lot better than getting mad isn’t it, 
then I’d have to find him.” He says his voice faltering 
slightly as if baffled by my question but that doesn’t last 
long. I had a whole bunch of random thoughts and often 
blurted them out to Xavier, but he was always ready with a 
response. I pat his hand softly reassuring him I know he’d 


hunt somebody down if they were to disrespect me that 
way. 


“Cole came by, on his way to his mother’s, I’m so happy 
the frosting had time to solidify.” I say, and Xavier turns to 
me. 

“Raine, I just, I just want to thank you for being there for 
Cole. I’ve known him for years and yet I couldn’t ever get 
him to go visit his mother, and you did it in just a week. He 
isn’t good with words either but he’s really grateful.” 
Xavier says. 

“It was nothing, mothers are very important and should be 
cherished, it’s so hard but so important to recognize they 
won’t always be there.” I answer tentatively, only realizing 
after I’ve said it what that would mean to Xavier. 

“You're right, they aren’t always there, it’s why I’m so glad 
that you reached out to Cole. I thought you were only my 
beautiful blessing, but it turns out you spread warmth and 
happiness everywhere you go, to everyone around you.” He 
says, grabbing our intertwined hands and raising them up 
to his mouth to press a kiss to the back of mine. 


Settling back into my seat I try to hide my reddening 
cheeks. Choosing to go back to my humming instead of 
answering. Xavier pulls into the newly painted asphalt of 
the large house and I look up still not completely used to it. 
Despite my insistence that it wasn’t necessary for him to do 
so, Xavier had refused to stay in the home that had housed 
my nightmares. He’d arranged for a new home, 
conveniently closer to my university and his work, having it 
nearly completely furnished in just under a week. He’d 
asked me what type of furniture I’d wanted, but I was just a 
bit useless when it came to home decor. In between the 
both of us Xavier was the creative artsy one, so I’d let him 
decide. Only having one request, to keep silver as one of 
the main colours. He’d obliged my request, but his office 


and the kitchen were chocolate brown, to the horror of the 
designer he’d hired. He’d been unwilling to negotiate those 
two. His room where the both of us usually slept was a 
combination of the two colours, and his high paid designer 
had managed to make it look great. 


The home was beautiful, made mainly of glass, some 
dark coloured bricks littering the sides. The newly done 
asphalt of the the driveway a stark contrast with the light 
colour of the home. 


I’d suggested perhaps it were time for me to finally find 

my own apartment. Xavier had stayed quiet for a few 
moments simply gazing at me, before he’d spoken. 
“If living in your own apartment is something you wish to 
do love then I could never stop you. But it’d kill me to 
know I didn’t ask you to stay. You’ve become my home, I 
look forward to coming back to you all throughout the day. 
A building would hold no sense of comfort without you in it. 
I want you to stay with me, but I have no right to make that 
decision for you. Will, will you stay with me my love?” He 
had asked and there had been absolutely no way I could 
have denied such a sweet request. Especially not when my 
suggestion had been so half hearted. Although we’d found 
a midway compromise, I too had helped pay for the home. 


Considering how large and extravagant the house was, 
the amount I’d put in was most probably not even enough 
to cover an eighth, but Xavier had the home under both our 
names. Both of us having an equal share in the property, 
although after overhearing a conversation with his lawyer I 
was a little suspicious I had more right to it legally than 
Xavier did. 


Xavier comes around to the passenger side, pulling open 
the door, his large hand extended our towards me and I 
place my own in it, having to jump to get out of the car 


making Xavier smile. It wasn’t my fault the giant had 
bought a car fit for himself. I bounce past him, excited to 
get into something fluffy and much more comfortable, and 
of course finally rest my feet. 


Xavier catches up to me easily, watching me from the 
corner of his eye as I rock back onto my heels, waiting for 
the door to open. Twisting the handle he pushes open the 
door, allowing me to step in first. 


Hurrying my way across the foyer I yell out a thank you 
to Xavier, in a rush to get to the shower, craving to feel the 
hot water cascade down my skin. Dashing up the stairs I 
make my way to my room, throwing the door open but 
closing it behind me, I frown slightly to myself as I realize 
I’d forgotten my phone in the car. Shrugging to myself I 
make my way into the washroom, closing the door behind 
me. 


Quickly stripping my clothes off I turn on the large 
shower, stepping under the huge square shaped shower 
head. Xavier knew I loved the rain, and showering in it was 
my favourite. He’d had a shower head so large installed 
that it seemed as if I were showering in warm rain. 
Rubbing some conditioner into my hair, I grab my loofah 
dousing it in body wash before spreading it all over me. I 
rub some of my face wash into my face, sighing as I let the 
hot water cascade through my long hair, washing out all 
the conditioner softly. Regretfully I have to turn off the 
water soon. If the water weren’t to grow cold I could fall 
asleep in the shower. I towel off, tying on my large fluffy 
robe before towel drying my soaking hair. I wasn’t in the 
mood to blow dry it, and I loved the smell of my 
conditioner. I stay in my robe, not in the mood to wear 
anything else at the moment. 


My feet pad against the dark hardwood flooring softly as 
I make my way to the foyer. I had promised my mother I’d 
call her tonight, we didn’t really have any neighbours so I 
could just go in my robe to get my phone. I skip down the 
steps, walking towards the entrance. Biting into my lip I 
look at disdain at the amount of locks on the door. Leaning 
down I begin poking and prodding at them, hoping they’d 
all actually open up. 


“Where’s the little fluff ball off to?” A deep husky voice 
asks from behind and I jump, turning to glare at the 
mischievous silver eyes that are filled with amusement. 
“Shut it kitty.” I retort and he chuckles. He always found it 
amusing how I compared him to a house cat. 

“T forgot my phone in your car.” I say and he nods. 

“Allow me love, if someone happens to be driving by they’ll 
be terrified thinking some bear’s cub has escaped.” Xavier 
says, making my lips turn down in a subconscious pout. He 
gently nudges my hand that rests on the lock away, 
unlocking the door effortlessly making me frown. How was 
he so good at opening those God forsaken locks, where did 
he get the practise, what did he have locks on his boxers or 
something. My cheeks turn red at the thought of Xavier’s 
boxers. To cool my heated face down I step onto the porch 
watching him as he grabs my phone out of the car, walking 
back with a grace someone that large shouldn’t possess. 


I step back into the home, moving closer to the wall to 
give Xavier space to work on the locks again. The glass 
entrance allows the moonlight to bathe the foyer in soft 
white light, catching off the reflective surfaces of the 
mirror and glinting in Xavier’s silver eyes in a way that 
leaves me breathless. I stare up at him in awe, as he closes 
the door, locking it without removing his eyes from me. I 
swallow thickly my lips parted as I stare up at him. 


Xavier’s jaw clenches tightly as he looks at me, my 
cheeks flushing, nearly dried wavy dark hair framing my 
face as I gaze back into his eyes. He turns towards me, his 
eyes darkening slightly with a hunger that makes my 
stomach clench. My whole body seems to fall numb as he 
steps towards me, his hands gripping onto the sides of my 
waist tightly but gently as he presses me into the wall, the 
heat emanating from his hands and onto my skin seeming 
to light a fire in my skin. I come alive under his gentle but 
rough grip unconsciously arching into him. 


Leaning down slowly his lips hover over the skin of my 
jaw, his warm breath so gently teasing against my skin 
making my eyes fall shut as I slacken against him. He 
wraps his arms tightly around my waist, pressing his lips to 
my skin, his tongue darting out to taste it gently making me 
gasp at the warmth of his tender lick. He places open 
mouthed kisses down my jaw, reaching the skin of my 
throat, continuing until he’s hit the very conjuncture 
between it and my collar bone. Moving away the fluffy 
material of my robe Xavier places his hot mouth onto the 
skin there, beginning to suck feverishly and I arch further 
into him a soft moan escaping my lips. It only serves to 
strengthen his sweet assault, his hands trailing the length 
of my sides, ghosting against my curves near teasingly as 
he sucks onto my skin. 


“You taste so good Raine.” He groans out his voice husky, 
drenched in desire that sends my heart pounding. My head 
is thrown back subconsciously as he nips at the skin before 
soothing the slight sting over with his tongue and I struggle 
to contain any sounds, instead a whimper escapes. He 
places soft kisses up my throat, silently searching for my 
lips, his eyes closed as he revels in the taste of my skin, 
trying to memorize me with more than just his eyes. His 
kisses grow in fervour, and he places them on any skin he 


can reach, seeming to read me like a book, but through the 
touch of his plump heated lips. 


His lips finally meet mine, the silent torment ending as 
our mouth entwine, our souls rejoicing at the reunion. A 
lover’s kiss could complete you, it was like the missing 
piece to a puzzle you never knew you were a part of. The 
missing piece you never knew you longed for, the one you’d 
always crave, always need. His lips move against mine 
fervently, and he nudges my head up to deepen our kiss. He 
leans down and wrapping his large hands tightly around my 
thighs through the robe. Pulling my legs up he hitches 
them around his waist, my hands flying from where they 
rest on his shoulders to wrap around his neck, as I pull 
myself closer to his warmth. His tongue licks over my lips 
gently, seeking entrance and I allow it, parting my lips for 
him. His warm tongue enters my mouth, dancing with my 
own, the sweet taste of him filling my mouth. The 
sweetness had a slight masculine kick of spice to it, 
something indescribable, but something I’d seek for the 
rest of my life. Something I’d miss every time his lips 
weren't on mine. 


I wrap my arms tightly around his neck, holding onto my 
elbows and hoisting myself closer so that I was further 
engulfed in him. His hand clench against the very tops of 
my thighs as he quakes in my hold, struggling to contain 
himself. He pulls away slightly, breathing heavily against 
my lips, as he rests his forehead against mine. 

“T love you.” I mumble to him still panting. 

“T love you so much.” He says, a sweet ache in his voice, as 
if it hurt to love another so much. A slight fear seems to fill 
his beautiful silver eyes, and I rub my hands through his 
thick dark hair, caressing the side of his face with my other 
hand. One of his arms wrapping around my waist to hold 
me up against him. 


Turning around he walks us across the foyer and into the 
large living room, sinking down near the fire place, sitting 
on the thick carpet, my legs resting by his legs as I straddle 
his lap comfortably. We sit in silence for a moment listening 
to the crackling of the fire, our foreheads pressed together 
but the fear in his eyes torments me. 


“What are you afraid of?” I whisper against his lips. 
“Losing you.” Xavier whispers back. 
“You’re never gonna lose me Xavier, I'll always be here 
baby, right here beside you, right here, loving you forever.” 
I tell him, pulling away so that I can see into his eyes. 
“T love you so much it completely consumes me, it hurts to 
be away from you Raine. I just, Raine someday you might 
just realize that I can’t give you anything. I don’t have a 
mother I could introduce you to, owning my heart isn’t 
something you can be proud of. When we go out together 
people look at you as if wondering what an angel is doing 
with a beast, as if wondering why this pure light plays with 
the silent darkness.” He says trailing off. 


“Is this about Cole, Xavier I just want to help him reach 
out to his mom, I realized through you how horrible it 
would be to lose my own. It hurts me to know you lost 
someone you loved so much, but that’s not a factor that I’d 
ever consider to be taking away from the person you are. I 
love you Xavier, I’m proud of every single part of you, I’m 
proud to go out with you, to be seen with you. I want 
people to see that you’re mine and I’m yours. That’s the 
way it’s always going to be and don’t you dare do that 
moronic I was leaving you for you type of thing. I will find 
you and I will castrate you, and then I’ll hug you as you 
bleed.” I say and Xavier nods, his eyes glinting with 
amusement at my thought out scenario. 


“T love you so much, what even did I do to deserve you?” 
He asks smiling against my lips. 


“Simply be you, everything about you attracts me, pulls me 
to you. I always thought that opposites attracted, that there 
was one person out there who was crafted just to fit you. 
You’re my person Xavier Night.” I tell him and he presses 
his lips to mine in a tender warm peck. 

“You'll eternally be my person Raine Pierce, but maybe one 
day if you say yes we will change that last name.” He says 
making my cheeks heat up. 


“Speaking of last names and parents, I want you to speak 
to mine. We are living together, and I don’t plan on moving 
out.” I say and he pulls me closer to him by my hips. 

“IT said I don’t plan on moving out you loony caveman.” I 
say and he shrugs, watching me intently with his eyes, 
keeping his grip on my hips as he waits for me to continue. 


“My parents mean a lot to me, they’ll always be a part of 
my life and so will you, you’ve been introduced to everyone 
else that matters, now it’s time for you to meet my parents. 
We’ll start with a talk on the phone and then maybe you 
can accompany me next weekend when I go to visit?” I ask 
tentatively, my legs bouncing slightly as I wait for his 
response. 


“I’d love to speak to your parents. You don’t know how 
happy it makes me to think you’d be willing to to take me 
with you to your parent’s home.” He says softly and I smile 
at him leaning in to peck his lips softly, before I pull away. 
His eyes are closed and he chases after my lips with his 
own making me giggle as I tug my phone from his pocket. 


Quickly unlocking it I call my parents on the home phone 
number, my eyes meeting the nervous gaze of Xavier’s, as 
he gnaws on his bottom lip. Xavier Night was nervous to 
speak to my parents. I put the phone on speaker nearly 
dropping it by accident. Leaning in I press my lips to his 
quickly. Pulling away completely before leaning in to press 


a gentle, quick kiss to his nose that has him baffled enough 
to let the worry fall away from his eyes as my mom’s soft 
voice resonates around the room as she greets me. 

“Hi honey.” My mom says softly, and I hear my dad ask if it 
were me excitedly in the background making me smile. 

“Hi momma.” I say, giggling as I hear my father request she 
put the phone on speaker and hear them struggle to do so. 
Cursing my uncle for suggesting they get a new home 
phone. 


When they finally manage and I can clearly hear them 
both I speak again. 
“Mom, dad, do you guys remember I told you I liked 
someone?” I ask, and hear my mother coo at me, making 
my cheeks flush as Xavier’s apprehensive silver eyes melt 
into adoration as he leans in to press a kiss to my 
reddening cheeks. 
“Well um slight update I’m in love with him.” I say 
sheepishly, cringing as my mother shouts in joy, her voice 
reaching octaves only audible to organisms of the canis 
genus. 
“Have you told him?” My father asks and I nod before 
realizing they couldn’t see me, a slight smile appearing on 
Xavier’s face at my actions that adorable dimple popping 
out. 
“Yeah.” I say quietly. 
“And does he?” My mother asks trailing off and I can 
practically see her gripping tightly onto my father’s arm in 
apprehension. 
“Yes.” I answer and she giggles excitedly. 
“When can we meet him?” They ask in complete unison. 
“Well now if you guys want he’s here with me, and we sort 
of live together.” I add in quickly. 
“Wait what?” My mother asks but Xavier’s voice drowns 
her question out luckily. 


“Hello, Mr. and Mrs.Pierce I’m Xavier Night.” He says in 
his deep husky voice. I smile at him reassuringly. 
“It’s so nice to finally speak to you honey Raine’s told us so 
much about you.” My mother says, and I feel Xavier’s tense 
body slacken against me at the warmth in my mother’s 
voice. 


His large hand rubs up and down my back softly as he 
speaks to both my parents, stealing my heart once again at 
how respectful he is towards them. I watch in silence, only 
chiming in when necessary, otherwise just sitting back and 
listening to him speak to my parents. All apprehension 
leaves him as their conversation goes on and it becomes 
painstakingly obvious that they accepted him completely. 
They accepted my Xavier. My cheeks redden as I tune back 
into the conversation. 


“Oh I can’t wait till you guys have children, I just know 
they’re going to be adorable.” My mother says and my eyes 
widen and Xavier chuckles at my reaction § before 
whispering while he looks directly into my wide eyes. 


“Neither can I.” He says, the soft smile on his face 
lightning his eyes, and the silver softens with a longing for 
that future. And looking into those eyes, suddenly it were 
as if I could see that future too. See us in a few years, 
sitting around this very fireplace, hearing the crackles of 
the fire, feeling the heat it emanated, our skin aglow with 
its warm light. Calling grandma and grandpa, our little 
munchkins sitting beside us, speaking animatedly into the 
phone about school as I gaze into these very silver eyes. 


Chapter 47 


The warm brown eyes of my mother catch my attention 
as I catch her staring at me through my peripheral vision. 
“Wow.” She mouths to me quietly and I let out a silent 
laugh nodding at her. I’d seen it in her eyes when she’d 
opened the door to let Xavier and I in. Her eyes widening 
as she looked at him, that complete surprise at him being 
so very handsome. Even my father had done a double take. 
I could see the slight apprehension in their eyes. Xavier 
was a giant especially compared to my 5’4 frame, and he 
had an intimidating aura if you hadn’t seen the crazy 
cuddly kitten side of him. The form fitting navy coloured 
sweater and black jeans, that displayed his well muscled 
form wasn’t exactly easing my dad’s worry. 


But as soon as he’d opened his mouth to greet her, his 
voice lowering in respect, before he grabbed her hand 
pressing a kiss to the back of it. I could see it in her eyes as 
she smiled at me, she loved him already. My father had 
been just as appeased with Xavier’s respectful greeting and 
appropriately firm handshake. 


“T hope I’m not intruding but if you aren’t opposed to it, 
I’d love to help you prepare lunch.” Xavier had said, and I 
could practically see hearts in my mother’s eyes. I knew in 
her head she had just bought us wedding rings and was 
hugging Xavier instead of me at the ceremony. My mother 
nodded in response, unable to say much else. I’d told her 
he cooked, but clearly she didn’t expect him to want to help 
with the preparations of lunch. 


“How’ve you been Raine?” My father asks wrapping his 
arm around my shoulders. 


“T’ve been good dad, how have you and mama been?” I ask. 
“Your mother’s as eccentric as always, I spend my days 
trying to keep up with her.” He says and I let out a breathy 
laugh, we both knew very well that my dad loved how crazy 
my mother was. It was what had made him fall in love. Also 
what had kept him in love all these years. 


“I’m a little scared your mother’s going to fall in love 
with him, let’s follow them.” My father whispers to me 
making me giggle. I walk next to him, tripping over my own 
feet over the completely smooth ground, and I nearly 
topple over if it weren’t for my father arm coming around 
me. He pulls me upright, and I look up meeting Xavier’s 
nervous gaze. 


“T got you honey.” My father says and I smile at him, I’d 
missed my parents so much. My dad had always caught me 
when my clumsiness took over when I was a little kid, and 
despite how old you got, to your parents you’d always be 
that stumbling crazy baby. 


Xavier’s right in front of me as I look up and I pat his 
chest over his fitted sweater to reassure him I’m alright. 
“Are you Okay?” He asks regardless, you’d think after living 
with me he’d get used to how clumsy I was but he still 
worried. His grey eyes widened in panic. He worried far too 
much. There was a time when I was in high school when my 
parents stopped asking if I was alright when I tripped down 
the stairs. 


“I’m fine Xavier, now go help my mom, shoo.” I say and 
he gives me a small smile, nodding before turning around 
to the kitchen. My mother probably not seeing it necessary 
after years of me tripping to leave in the midst of the 
preparations to come see me. I always ended up alright, it 
was the people around me that got bruises while I flailed 
around trying to keep upright. 


“T like him.” My dad whispers to me and I look over at 
him grinning. 
“Really?” I ask happily and my father nods with a smile. 
“He really cares for you, and he’s polite. He looks like he’d 
be nearly as capable as I am of taking care of you.” My 
father says and I try to hold back my grin, my father looked 
like a dwarf compared to Xavier. 
“T’ll always need you Dad.” I tell him and he presses a kiss 
to the side of my head. 


“Now let’s hurry before your mother falls into the 
lasagna she’s making, looking at your boyfriend.” My dad 
says steering me into the kitchen as I let out a snort. It was 
plausible, you could practically see the hearts in her amber 
eyes as she looked at him. 


Xavier’s gaze turns to me as soon as | walk in, and as my 
dad speaks to my mom, clearly trying to ensure she still 
likes him better than Xavier. Xavier leisurely allows his 
eyes to trail over my form slowly. My cheeks redden as I 
remember exactly how clear he’d made it how much he 
liked the fitted white coloured shirt I’d adorned along with 
black skinny jeans. His rough calloused fingers trailing so 
gently over the skin of my throat before they gripped a lock 
of my wavy chocolate brown hair gently, his other hand 
slowly finding its way around my waist. Fingers touching 
the skin atop my jeans that had been exposed due to me 
running around and grabbing the necessary stuff for our 
long drive. A quiet gasp escaping me as his fingers had 
tickled over the skin. 


“You’re so beautiful.” Xavier had mumbled into my hair, 
burying his nose into it and inhaling my scent as I near 
trembled in his hold. My own arms going around him to 
press him to me tightly. 

“I love you.” Xavier had said quietly pulling away to look 
into my eyes, his own softening with delight as I repeated 


the words to him breathlessly. He pressed his plump red 
lips to mine softly, once, twice, before pulling away sighing. 
I loved the way he’d look at me every time he said those 
words. His eyes brightened with this childish hope that I 
would say the words back to him, it nearly brought tears to 
my eyes every time I thought of it. 


“A part of me wishes we were going tomorrow now, but 
I’d also love to meet your parents, and I’d hate to be late. 
Completely disrespectful to the creators of such 
magnificence.” Xavier whispered to me huskily making me 
gulp as my cheeks had reddened. Under his gaze I didn’t 
feel like ordinary Raine anymore, the way he looked at me 
as if I were the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, as if he 
could spend eternity just looking at me. It still made me 
giddy just to be around him, but somehow he was also a 
sense of comfort, he was home. 


The microwave let out a loud beep suddenly making me 
break out of my reverie, only to look back into the silver 
eyes. Xavier had a small smirk playing on his lips his 
dimple popping slightly as he licked over his bottom lip. It 
were as if he knew exactly what I was thinking about. My 
eyes widened and I looked away quickly, my eyes darting to 
my parents who were still busy chattering to one another. 
How did he manage to get away doing stuff like that. As my 
eyes darted back to him, he had the audacity to let his eye 
drop into a wink, his smirk widening as my jaw dropped. 
Xavier turned back around to tend to the cooking sauce but 
I could swear his broad shoulders were shaking with silent 
laughter. 


“Darling is that the beef in the microwave?” My father 
asked my mother and she nodded happily. Xavier looked 
towards the microwave horrified, as my mother pulled out 
the beef she’d attempted to cook in the microwave. My 
mother could normally cook a great meal, but she loved 


trying new things. She believed we could use technology in 
intuitive ways to make traditional recipes much quicker 
and easier to make, but cooking meat in the microwave 
would never be modern, it was just gross. Often she tried 
new things without thinking them through. I had to bite my 
lip to stop myself from laughing at the look on Xavier’s 
face, the absolute horror at the idea of someone cooking 
beef in the microwave. He was such a prissy little chef. 


What was more unfortunate than the questionable 
looking beef was the fact that my mother didn’t see the 
wrong in her cooking method. But a few soft smiles and 
dimples later Xavier had charmed my mother into allowing 
him to redo the beef. 


My father and I sat perched on the kitchen bar stools, 
watching Xavier work his charms in absolute awe. Although 
I was used to it, it was still like watching magic happen, I’d 
never get tired of watching it. 


As lunch progressed my father and I chatted with each 
other, occasionally joining in on my mother and Xavier’s 
conversation. She was clearly very impressed with him, 
having done a business degree she was not much better 
than my erratic business professor as she discussed the 
details of his corporation. My father the holder of a masters 
in classic literature was as intrigued by their conversation 
as I was, which meant both of us were concentrating on our 
saucy lasagna and keeping it off of our shirts as we 
conversed. 


I loved the fact that Xavier was getting along so well with 
my mother until their conversation took a turn I wish it 
hadn’t, just as the lasagna had cooled down enough to eat 
unfortunately. Stopping me from really digging into it as I 
had planned to, getting extremely tired of just nibbling on 
little edges of it. 


“So you two are living together now.” My mother says, 
and my hand freezes, the fork only half dug into the soft 
succulent looking, now lonely square of lasagna. I make eye 
contact with Xavier internally cursing him as I see his silver 
eyes glinting with amusement. That little dimpled smirk 
that even in my irritated state I can’t help but to want to sit 
down and decipher whether it’s heartbreakingly adorable 
or wickedly attractive. 


“Yeah, it’s just like two people in the same apartment 
building.” I try nodding my head to a non existent beat to 
make my words seem casual. But I realize I’ve failed in my 
attempt to seem nonchalant as I receive three blank looks. 
To my relief Xavier steps in. 


“It was my idea for Raine to move in with me, after the 
whole break in fiasco, I didn’t want her living alone. After a 
while we even decided to buy a different home together. 
Raine designed her own room and even helped me with 
mine. She’s pretty great with interior decorating.” Xavier 
says and I stare at him in awe once again how casually he’d 
mentioned we had separate rooms, integrating it into his 
telling of the tale. That man should have been a lawyer. I let 
out a breath of relief finally able to eat in peace, and as the 
lasagna meets my tastebuds, I realize Xavier definitively 
should have been a chef. With my mother as a sidekick. 


While chewing I looked up at my parents to see if they 
had bought our story. Although my parents looked a little 
sceptical on the interior decorating bit, they knew I was 
hopeless when it came to anything artistic but decorating 
cupcakes. Although one look at Xavier’s innocently widened 
eyes and polite smile and they bought it all. It was probably 
best to keep quiet about the fact that although I had my 
own room we usually just slept in Xavier’s. By usually I 
meant always, at times I thought that if I actually slept in 
my room he’d scratch on my door all night like a sad kitten. 


As we ate lunch I couldn’t help but to quietly sit back and 
watch Xavier interact with my parents. It was like falling in 
love with him all over again, how good looking a person 
was, or the way they dressed wouldn’t hold your heart. It 
was the man behind all that, the person that they truly 
were that would make you fall in love with them every day 
of your life. I loved the man sitting beside me, I loved him 
for the way his voice softened when he answered my 
parents questions. For the way he humoured my father by 
letting out a chuckle at his non humorous dad jokes, and 
the way he complimented my mother even a little falsely 
sometimes. Reassuring her that the lasagna was all her 
doing, although really he’d practically redone everything 
she had started. I loved him for the way he would look over 
at me, and every time I would see that breathtaking melted 
silver, that held so much adoration and love it made me feel 
complete with just one glance. I loved him for the child that 
lay within the huge intimidating infamous Xavier Night, the 
boy who liked to cook. Who got excited at chocolate cake, 
and the man who loved me with every part of him. 


I’m broken out of my reverie as I hear the word child and 
I look at my mother alarmed. Was she planning for Xavier 
and I to hook up, but unfortunately what she was doing was 
much worse. 


“So I was getting the bathrooms redone, so the doors 
were open and the child safety doors on the stairs were 
taken off to make it easier for the workers. Now I’ve just 
bathed a three year old Raine, and even back then her hair 
was always tangled. So I put it up in two little pigtails, and 
I’ve only put on some pink tights on her, along with her 
undies when I heard a very loud crash. I leave her there 
and go running, to see one of the men dropped their tools 
by accident. I go back into her room and she’s gone. I’m 
searching all over the house, even the men are helping me 


by now. Then I hear this familiar ringing, this sweet little 
chime. We go outside and we see a little three year old 
Raine, topless may I add terrorizing the poor ice cream 
man to give her ice cream. Let me tell you I have never 
seen a grown man look so terrified of something that didn’t 
reach past his knees.” My mother says ignoring all my 
begging for her to stop telling her embarrassing story, but 
she continues. She’s almost breathless trying to control her 
laughter as she speaks. 


A loud husky laugh echoes around the room and my 
cheeks turn red as Xavier wraps his arm around my 
shoulders bringing me closer to his chest, pressing a kiss to 
my cheek as he laughs. His loud laughter ringing through 
me and I shake my head at my mom. My dad’s chuckles die 
down, until only a content smile is left as he sees the tender 
way that Xavier holds me to him. He gives me a little nod 
and through my embarrassment I let a little laugh of my 
Own escape. 


I try to stop my mom from telling more stories but my 
attempts are only halfhearted. It was heartwarming the 
way my parents and Xavier’s laughs rang throughout the 
house even though it was at my expense. I look at Xavier 
from the corner of my eye as he laughs along with my dad 
as he tells the story about the way that I’d met Cyrus. 
Having climbed over the glass display case to get to the 
cookies. A small smile comes on my face as I see how 
invested Xavier is in my father’s animated tale, my smile 
widening as Xavier squeezes my hand as he laughs. 


Although it was Xavier’s first time meeting my parents 
there was something in the atmosphere that just felt like 
we were all a family. There was this sense of content in his 
silver eyes that made me happier than I could possibly 
express. 


“Thank you.” Xavier whispers to me from the corner of 
his mouth as my parents bicker over the details of yet 
another embarrassing childhood story. 

“For what?” I ask him. 

“For introducing me to your family, for letting me be a part 
of this.” He tells me quietly, his eyes honest. Leaning up I 
press a soft kiss to his jaw and he smiles at me before 
turning to my mother who’s trying to get his attention as 
she talks over my defeated looking father. 


My father mimics her facial expressions and grand 

gestures and I giggle at him, seeing Xavier look at me from 
the corner of his eye. A softer smile comes onto his face as 
he watches my father and I. 
“IT love you.” I mumble to Xavier as my mom scolds my 
father having caught onto his mimicry and Xavier turns to 
face me grinning, his silver eyes bright and soft. A gasp 
knocks us out of our trance. 


“He has dimples.” My mom gushes only now realizing as 
he explicitly had his cheek towards her, clearly the 
optometrist knew best and she needed glasses. Xavier’s 
dimples were so deep one could eat cereal out of them. 

I giggle at my father’s childish frown as he tugs at my 
mother’s sleeve, trying to get back her attention. 


“Mom I think you need glasses.” I tell her and she waves 
me off playfully. 
“Those eyes weren’t meant to be hidden behind frames.” 
My father says chivalrously and my mom grins at him. 
“Her face wasn’t meant to be squashed against some 
bolder she didn’t see while walking.” I say and my mom 
glares at me. 


“T think you’d look lovely with glasses.” Xavier interjects 
and I nod as if that was what I meant all along, very 
intimidated by her glare. 


“Thank you honey.” My mother says graciously. 
“My pleasure.” Xavier says, and I smile as he cleans up yet 
another one of my messes with his charm. 


“You’re useful.” I whisper to him, a sly smirk grows on 

his face and his eyes dart towards my parents before he 
leans down, his lips dangerously close to my ear. 
“That’ll cost you later.” Xavier mumbles huskily into my ear, 
capturing my earlobe between his teeth playfully. My 
cheeks turn bright red as he pulls away. Something told me 
I wouldn’t exactly mind settling this debt. 
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Hello my lovelies. This isn’t the last chapter, I promise. I’ve 
tried writing the last chapter, and I wanted to incorporate 
this into that chapter, but it wasn’t flowing. I’m not liking 
what I have for the last chapter, but hopefully that too will 
be written and published soon. I’ve been experiencing 
some writer’s block but I had a lot of fun writing this 
chapter. Embarrassingly I even cried a little, I’m really not 
ready to let this book go, but it’s necessary. I hope you guys 
like the chapter, and I hope you’re all doing well. Have a 
nice night, and I am sorry for the long wait. Thank you for 
being so patient. 


Chapter 48 


I let out a huff, blowing my bangs out of my face in 
frustration. As much as I loved sleeping, I just wasn’t able 
to sleep today. I’d tried everything, from reading non fiction 
books about penguins to counting sheep, I preferred 
alpacas so I’d counted those instead. But I still just couldn’t 
sleep. It didn’t help that I had an afternoon shift at the cafe 
tomorrow, so getting to sleep now was important or I 
wouldn’t be well rested enough to deal with customers. I 
gulped in dread as I remembered we still hadn’t gotten our 
delivery of chocolate, it was delayed to two days after. The 
customers were not going to be happy to know that the 
chocolatey baked goods they were looking forward to 
eating, were unavailable. 


Letting out a sigh I flip around onto my other side, my 
eyes widening as they meet a hooded silver pair. 


“You’re awake.” I breathe out to Xavier and he gives me 
an adorable sleepy nod. His black hair even messier than 
usual from sleep, drooping onto his forehead, as he gazes 
at me. 


“So are you.” Xavier mumbles quietly, his deep voice 
huskier after just waking up. He wraps his arm around my 
waist, pulling me into his chest. 


“T couldn’t sleep.” I say and Xavier rolls over so that he’s 
laying flat on his back, tugging me so that I’m laying on top 
of his chest. I let out a quiet oomph, closing my eyes as I 
try to detangle my legs from the comforter, before opening 
them. My eyes widen as I see the way Xavier’s looking at 
me, a small sleepy smile on his face, as he gazes up at me 
with those silver eyes filled with admiration. 


“You’re so beautiful. Sometimes I feel like you couldn’t 
possibly be real.” Xavier says making me wrinkle my nose, I 
blink my eyes deliberately as he gently taps my wrinkled 
nose with his pointer finger. 


I sit up on him, so that my legs are straddling his hips, 
bended behind me as I stare down at him, feeling the light 
of the moon travel in from the large glass windows. I had 
gotten sick of laying down aimlessly. Xavier’s smile looks 
absolutely content as he silently watches me, his hands 
under his head, looking up at me. The light from the moon 
illuminating his masculine beauty. His chest and shoulders 
broad, waist thin, stomach covered in rippling muscles 
slightly more flattened as he lays back, his defined biceps 
bulging as his arms bend. 


“You look much better in my clothes than I do.” He says 
and I give him a sceptical look, I highly doubted even the 
brand models looked better in his clothes than him. 
Actually I was quite sure they didn’t. His white collar shirt 
is gigantic on me, the sleeves covering my hands, the hem 
trailing to mid thigh. The thin satin material of the shirt 
engulfing my figure completely, and I hadn’t bothered with 
pants as Xavier and I weren’t expecting any visitors. 


Xavier’s hands come to rest on my waist, and he pulls me 
closer to him, making my unruly chocolate waves bounce 
forward so they rest on my chest. 


“Why can’t you sleep?” Xavier asks and I shrug. 
“T don’t know, I’m just not very tired.” I reply. 


“But I am bored.” I complain. 
“I can fix that.” Xavier says, his hands travelling up to my 
upper back, gently he pulls me down so that my face is 
hovering right above his. My hair falls all around us, our 
breaths intermingling as they escape our parted lips. Our 


breathing getting deeper in anticipation of what was to 
come. 


Gently he presses his lips to the corner of my mouth, the 
warmth of them making my breath hitch. He does the same 
to the other side of my mouth, before pulling away and I 
glare at him. The silver eyed kitty was teasing me on 
purpose. 

“I’m sorry love, do you want something?” He asks feigning 
innocence. 


“Nothing at all, I was in a kissing mood but I can just go 
else—” I say but I’m interrupted as Xavier suddenly twists 
us around so that I’m laying under him. 

“Mine.” He growls pouting and I try to suppress my smile. 


“IT don’t know.” I say teasingly and his eyes widen but I 
don’t get to gaze in them for long, as his arms are suddenly 
under my waist, lifting me up into him as he crushes his 
soft lips to mine. Moving his mouth feverishly against mine, 
his hands fisting the material of the dress shirt of his I’ve 
adorned. Every crevice of my body pressed to his, his heart 
beating frantically, matching the pace of my own 
misbehaving heart, until it was impossible to tell them 
apart. 


He licked over my bottom lip, my lips parting under his 
request, allowing his tongue to enter my mouth. A breathy 
moan escaping my mouth, getting drowned by his as 
Xavier's tongue caresses mine. He massages it against 
mine gently, clearly liking the sounds it evokes from me 
very much. His tongue leisurely explores my mouth, as his 
lips move against mine. We pull apart panting, and leaning 
up, I bite on his bottom lip making him groan as his hands 
try to pull me ever closer, my chest crushed against his. 


“T love you.” Xavier mumbles breathlessly. 
“IT love you too.” I reply, pressing a kiss to his dimple 


making it deepen. As it was quite clear we wouldn’t be 
getting sleep anytime soon, I got off his chest and sit beside 
him, leaning my back on the headboard. His arms flexing as 
he lifts himself up to sit beside me, the blankets dropping 
alluringly low. 


“You looked worried when you came home.” I say, I 
hadn’t wanted to mention it then. He had needed a chance 
to get away from the problem and relax, but I did want to 
know what was troubling him. 


“It’s just a case I’m working on at the moment, the 
woman is a teacher at an elementary school, and when she 
drinks she’s get a little physical with her husband. He 
doesn’t know what to do, she’s quite petite so he is afraid 
nobody would believe him, and he doesn’t want to hurt 
her.” Xavier says and my brows furrow as I bite into my 
lower lip. 


“He should report it to the police, they’d investigate, this 
isn’t the medieval times, I’m sure they’d be able to help. 
They’d at least speak to her.” I say and he nods, pressing a 
soft kiss to the side of my head. 


“You're right, I’ll talk to him tomorrow.” Xavier says. 
“But there’s more.” I press. 


“They have a child, and on the weekend the teacher 
apparently got a little violent and threw a television remote 
at their child. The man is starting to panic, and he wants 
me to deal with it. I said that I deal with cases that have 
already gone through the police or can’t for different 
reasons. He got upset and reminded me how I was no saint, 
that I’d killed people, that I didn’t have a protocol.” Xavier 
tells me his voice growing quieter, biting into the inside of 
his cheek as he looks up at me. I clench my eyes shut, 
trying to remember the man was lashing out because he 


was in a bad place at the moment. But that didn’t give him 
the right to say all that to Xavier. 


“T’ll speak to him, he’s just lashing out because he’s 
upset due to his circumstances. People don’t mean what 
they’re saying when they’re upset. I’ll visit your work, he 
works for you right?” I ask. 


“Yes but Raine I don’t want you involved in all of this. It 
becomes very difficult to not let it affect you.” Xavier says. 


“IT want to help you. I know dealing with these cases 
brings you peace but it also tears you apart. I know you 
sometimes think you’re like your father, especially when 
you’re forced to resort to violence.” I say and Xavier’s eyes 
fly up to meet mine in shock. He didn’t usually discuss his 
cases with me, but I knew. 


“How do you know that?” He asks. 

“I’ve known you long enough to understand the things you 
don’t speak of. You are nothing like your father, never have 
been and never will be. I know you think you look like him, 
but while his eyes were cold and dark, yours have the 
ability to light up with love. He used his lips to utter the 
most horrible abuses, to make people feel vulnerable, but 
you use yours to deliver the sweetest of kisses and kindest 
of words. He used his strength to hurt, to maim, you use 
yours to protect. You both are miles apart.” I tell him. 


“Thank you love.” He mumbles bashfully lowering his 
eyes as he leans up to press a kiss to my hair. Pulling away 
from him I leant down a bit to look into his eyes, wanting 
him to see that what I say is the truth, not just comfort. 


“IT swear to you Xavier Night, I will help you with every 
case that comes your way. We’ll find better ways to keep 
those victims safe, and I definitely will never let you take a 
life again. I see how it rips you apart, you won’t ever do 


that again, I’ll always be by your side to stop you. To help 
you find a better way.” I tell him and his eyes redden as I 
speak getting shinier with unshed tears. Nobody had ever 
understood how it hurt him to do what he did, nobody had 
ever stood by him, been his support. But I always would. 


Xavier pulls me to him, hugging me tightly to his chest, 
his eyes clenched shut as he tries to keep me grounded in 
his arms as if afraid to let go. 


Xavier pulls away from me, letting his hands come up to 
cup my cheeks, leaning forward he presses a soft kiss to my 
forehead. His lips telling me how thankful he is silently. 


“When I first saw you, I thought you were beautiful, 
perfect even, so pure, untainted. But then I got to know 
you, I got to speak to you, and I realized how kind you 
were, how understanding and I fell head over heels in love 
with you. Your love is something I hold above all else, I hold 
you above all else. I have never and will never love anyone 
the way I love you Raine Pierce.” Xavier says, his silver 
eyes filling up with a devotion that is much more than just 
love. It’s the type of devotion that a person with faith would 
look at their maker with. He looked at me as I were his last 
hope, his only salvation, his very existence. 


“IT love you Xavier.” I tell him and he smiles at me, 
cradling me tenderly to his chest, pressing kisses to my 
head every so often, as we sit in silence simply breathing 
each other in. The type of silence that I wouldn’t mind 
spending eternity in, one that didn’t have a need to be 
broken by words. His intoxicating scent fills my senses, 
something sweet with a masculine musk to it, a hint of 
spice. 


“I need to confess something.” Xavier says and I raise my 
face from him chest looking at him with a raised brow. 
“That night at the cafe, on your birthday, wasn’t the first 


time I saw you.” He tells me and I look at him in 
bewilderment. His eyes fill with apprehension but he 
inhales deeply as if trying to muster up the courage to tell 
me. 


“The first time I laid eyes on you was three years before 
that night. You were at the cafe, I can’t even remember 
who you were with, after I’d laid eyes on you, everything 
else was just gone. All I could see was you. I heard your 
laugh, this beautiful chiming giggle, there was just this 
happiness to it, for the first time in years had I heard such 
pure delight, suddenly I felt like the world couldn’t possibly 
be so horrible if you were laughing so carelessly. If you 
were so happy.” Xavier says a faraway look in his silver 
eyes, as if he were back in that cafe years ago. 


“For the first time I was aware of my heart beating, for 
the first time in years I felt my heart beating. It was as if 
you had breathed life into me. My personal angel in this 
hell of a world.” Xavier says gently brushing a strand of 
hair behind my ear. 


“Your eyes, they were shining so brightly, the way they 
are now. You were breathtaking, I was enamoured by you, 
and all I wanted was to keep you happy like that. Because if 
you were so innocently happy, then the world couldn’t 
possibly be as bad of a place as I’d thought. If you were 
happy, then there was some good in this world, and I 
needed to know that, I needed it.” Xavier says, his eyes 
begging me to understand. 


“I had this inexplicable urge to keep you safe, to keep 
you happy, so I-I would check in on you. I wanted to respect 
your privacy, although really I was invading it, so I had my 
men that I trusted most check in on you from time to time 
to make sure you were doing alright. At the time that 
seemed like it would help keep it more professional. It was 


really only to make sure you didn’t need anything, to make 
sure you were Safe. At times I was even pathetic enough to 
just go to the cafe in the hopes you’d be there, but I 
couldn’t ever approach you. I was too scared, I was scared 
I’d ruin your innocence, and I was almost completely sure 
somebody as good as you wouldn’t even give someone like 
me a second glance. But after holding you in my arms that 
night at the cafe when you’d fainted, I couldn’t stay away 
any longer.” Xavier tells me, his eyes appraising me to 
assess my reaction, but I sit in silence too shocked to utter 
even a word. 


“Those roses, were they from you?” I ask remembering 
the nameless bouquet I’d received on my birthday. Xavier’s 
cheeks turn slightly rosy as he avoids my gaze, looking 
down as he gives a minuscule nod. 


“Yes, but in my defence James pressurized me.” Xavier 
says suddenly, looking adorable with his flushed cheeks and 
embarrassed, almost shy expression. 


“Your birthday is a week before James and Alia’s 
wedding anniversary, he went to confirm a bouquet delivery 
for his anniversary. While we were there, he noticed me 
eyeing the roses and convinced me it was a good idea to 
send them to you.” Xavier says, looking up at me nervously 
through his thick black lashes. 


“It’s okay, they were quite beautiful. You don’t ’check in 
on me’ anymore, though do you?” I ask and he shakes his 
head immediately. 


“T haven’t since that night, except when your apartment 
was broken into, I had my men follow you around to ensure 
you were Safe.” Xavier says. After what Xavier and I had 
been through this seemed like a minor inconvenience. After 
going through the fear of losing him, the uncertainty of not 


knowing whether he would live or not, I couldn’t really get 
mad at him anymore. 


“But after that never?” I ask and he nods. 
“Good, it’s not okay that you did that, but I understand, just 
don’t do it again. If you do, bad things will happen.” I say 
trying to look intimidating, even deepening my voice a bit 
but it doesn’t seem to have the effect I was hoping for. 
Xavier presses his lips together to suppress his amused 
smile at my feeble attempt to intimidate him. 


“I promise love, never again. But I will take every step 
necessary to keep you safe, if need be to give you security 
detail, I’ll inform you beforehand.” Xavier says and I nod, 
as long as he informed me it was alright. I could deal with 
some of Xavier’s men trailing me if it would comfort Xavier, 
but only in cases of danger. 


My stomach growls and I shrug at Xavier as he looks up 
at me. 
“Let’s get some food in you.” Xavier says, sliding off the 
bed, before turning back to scoop me up into his arms. I 
wrap my arms around his neck, keeping my hold loose, by 
now I was used to Xavier’s desire to carry me around, I 
knew he’d never drop me. He holds me tightly to his chest 
as he walks us down the stairs and into the kitchen. 


Xavier sets me down on the counter, resting his hands on 
either side of my hips he leans in looking into my eyes. 
“What would my love like to eat?” Xavier asks. 

“Spaghetti.” I answer and he nods. 

“Okay, a plate of spaghetti coming right up.” Xavier says, it 
was really quite useful to live with a chef. Well he wasn’t a 
chef by profession, but he definitely was one by talent. 


Xavier sets a pan of water to boil onto the stove, putting 
in some oil and salt before opening up the cabinet, to pull 
out a jar of sauce he’d prepared over the weekend. I was 


quite often in the mood for spaghetti, so it was efficient for 
him to make a lot at once and store it. 


Xavier opened up the freezer, grabbing a tub of Haagen 
Daaz ice cream and a spoon which he hands to me. Xavier 
undoes the top for me knowing I hated struggling with the 
frozen tub, and I peel off the seal, before digging into the 
delicious sweet treat. A chunk of cookie dough crunching 
beneath my teeth as the ice cream melts upon meeting the 
heat of my tongue. 


I watch as Xavier moves around while cooking, his 
muscles flexing with every movement, and I could see every 
single one as he was only dressed in a pair of black briefs. 
He was truly nothing less than artwork. 


The spoon hangs numbly from my mouth as he pours the 
sauce into a pan, stirring it around to get it simmering 
again. There was just something about watching a man 
cook. Seeing the way the muscles of his thick thighs tense, 
arms flexing, abs rippling with the effort. 


Xavier glances up at me, before looking back to the 
sauce, his eyes flying back up just a moment later as his 
mind registers my ogling. 


Leaving the sauce Xavier comes towards me and I snap 
out of it, going back to concentrating on my ice cream. 
“Can I have a bite?” His deep, husky voice asks. 

“O-of what?” I ask regretting the question as soon as I say 
it. 

“The ice cream.” Xavier says, a smirk tilting up the corners 
of his lips. 


“Of course.” I squeak, holding the spoon up to him, and 
he leans forward holding my gaze as he wraps his plump 
red lips around the spoon, leisurely sucking off the ice 
cream, leaving it completely clean making me gulp. 


“Delicious.” He mumbles huskily, and I nod dipping the 
spoon back in and bringing it to my own mouth to give 
myself something to do. Xavier leans in making my lips 
part, the ice cream melting in my mouth forgotten. 
Pressing his lips against mine, he gently licks the ice cream 
on my tongue, before pulling away to leave a few inches of 
Space between our mouths. 


“Even better.” Xavier mutters, rubbing his thumb over 
my bottom lip sensually making my toes curl. 


The sound of something simmering and liquid popping 
breaks me out of my lusty haze, my eyes darting to the 
sauce in the pan, which is bubbling and boiling. Splatters of 
it going on the pristine oven. 


“Xavier the sauce.” I say suddenly, and he doesn’t even 
bother to look at it. 


“We have more.” He mumbles leaning in. The crazy 
kitten was going to let the sauce completely ruin the 
spotless oven. Not knowing what else to do, I hook my 
fingers into the waistband of his briefs, pulling them away 
from his body, before letting them snap back against his 
skin. 


Xavier lets out a small groan in pain as he pouts at me. 
Regret fills me, but it had been necessary, otherwise our 
spotless oven would have been covered in sauce. His hand 
travels to his side before those silver eyes fill with mischief, 
and instantly warning bells go off in my head. Xavier turns 
away to turn off the heat from under the sauce, and I let 
out a breath of relief. But I should have known he wouldn’t 
let it go that easily. 


Xavier turns towards me and what he does next has my 
eyes widening, my jaw unhinging as he pulls the band of 
his briefs lower, revealing more of his v line. 


“Do you believe in kissing booboos better?” Xavier asks 
looking up at me, strands of his hair drooping onto his 
forehead making him look boyish. 


“No.” I answer automatically. 
“Pull your briefs back up you naughty kitty.” I say and he 
Shakes his head looking pointedly at his side. His 
expression playful, and as the initial shock wears off a small 
laugh escapes me, and Xavier smiles proudly. He lets go of 
his briefs letting them snap back in place, his smile 
dropping as the band hits the sore spot again. 


“Are you Okay?” I ask and he nods. 
“I’m fine love.” He says and another little giggle escapes 
me as I dig my spoon into the melting ice cream, popping 
the spoon into my mouth I look up at him again. His lips 
tilted up into a little smile, eyes glinting. 
“What?” I ask and he shrugs. 
“Tell me.” I press. 


“T just love making you laugh. The first time I saw you, 
you were laughing but even then I’d wanted to hear it 
again, but I’d never dared to think I’d be able to make you 
laugh. You don’t know what it feels like to hear that laugh, 
and know I’m responsible for it.” Xavier says, looking at me 
like I’m someone worthy of worship. It nearly terrified me 
the way he looked at me, to know that you held that power 
over someone, was terrifying, but he was everything to me. 
I couldn’t ever bear to abuse that power. That thought gave 
me comfort. 


“Xavier stop looking at me like that.” I tell him placing 
my cold hands on my rapidly warming cheeks. Xavier tilts 
his his head to the side in confusion, looking like a curious 
lion and it doesn’t help my blush to have all his attention 
directed on me. 


“You just-you look at me like I’m some sort of god or 

something, like I’m more than just me.” Xavier looks away 
before peaking back up at me. 
“IT worship you, and I always will. You’re inexplicably 
beautiful to me, after all you’ve done for me you couldn’t 
just possibly be human in my eyes, you’re an angel, my 
angel.” Xavier whispers moving closer to me as he speaks, 
my heart thrumming in my chest the closer he gets. He 
tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear, looking up at me 
in admiration. 


Cupping his face in my hands, I press a soft kiss to his 
cheek, doing the same to the other. My lips travelling all 
around his face, peppering kisses all over it and a husky 
chuckle escapes him, turning into a low moan as my lips 
press to the hot skin of his throat. I lick over his sharp 
collarbone, pulling him closer to me by his thin muscled 
waist and he lets me. Stopping my pleasurable torture I 
rest my face in the crook of his neck, a smile coming onto 
my face as he presses a kiss to my temple. 


“Your spaghetti is ready.” He says suddenly and I lift my 
head away from him, missing his warmth when he moves 
away, to make a plate for me. Drizzling the sauce perfectly 
over the spaghetti so that a little sauce drizzles artistically 
onto the plate, he digs a fork into it before handing it to 
me. 


“Thank you.” I say, twisting my fork into it, scooping 
some hot spaghetti into my mouth. Luckily, the sauce had 
been cooling for a bit now, so it’s not too hot. Rolling some 
more on the fork, I hold it up for Xavier and he leans 
forward, taking the offered bite between his lips. We finish 
the gigantic plate of spaghetti together, and even though 
I’m a little tired now I try to suppress my yawn, not 
wanting to fall asleep yet. Although of course nothing gets 
by Xavier unnoticed. 


“Tired?” Xavier asks and I shake my head. Xavier wraps 
his hands around my hips, picking me up off the counter, 
placing me on my feet. He grabs onto my hand, he leads me 
into the living room. Letting go of my hand, Xavier grabs 
the blanket off the couch back, draping it around his 
shoulders. I look at him in bewilderment, perhaps I should 
have told him to go back to sleep. Maybe he was like my 
mother, if you woke her up too early, she started acting 
really strange, almost as if she were still asleep. 


Xavier sits before the fireplace with his legs outstretched 
in front of him. He holds his hand out for me and I let outa 
sigh of relief, he hadn’t lost it, he was just finding us a 
comfortable place to sit. Grabbing onto his hand I settle 
down between his legs, leaning my back on his chest, and 
he wraps his arms tightly around me, the _ blanket 
cocooning us both. 


His natural warmth sears into my skin through the thin 
shirt I wear, and we _ sit there comfortably, Xavier 
occasionally pressing soft kisses to my hair, whispering 
sweet nothings to me. I jump slightly as a loud bolt of 
lightning sounds, the pitter patter of rain sounding 
immediately against the glass. I turn to Xavier wide eyed in 
excitement and he looks at me like a deer caught in 
headlights. I can’t control myself, and my body starts 
bouncing in excitement making Xavier shake his head. 


“No absolutely not.” Xavier says but I turn around in his 
arms, looking up at him with pleading eyes. I see his 
resolve beginning to crack, to help it dissolve before the 
storm ends I lean forward pressing kisses to his jaw, 
mumbling please in-between kisses. Not like he could stop 
me but I would really like it if he joined me. 


“You'll get sick.” Xavier moans. 
“You can take care of me.” I answer cheekily grinning up at 


him and his lips tilt up in a little smile. 


“Well then we should go before it ends.” He says and I 
jump up, holding my arms out for him, nearly toppling over 
into the fire as I try to heave his gigantic body up. His eyes 
widen in panic and he holds me to him tightly, making me 
shake my head, he was such a worry wart. I was admittedly 
alarmingly nonchalant when it came to my physical safety, 
growing up being clumsy, you soon stopped becoming 
alarmed by little mishaps. 

“Lets go.” I say and he nods cautiously already starting to 
regret his decision, like I would let him change his mind. 


Dragging him behind me, I ignore his protests for me to 
allow him to grab me a pair of pants and a jacket. I stop 
right before the door, eyeing it and realizing I didn’t have 
time for this battle. Xavier looks at the door in triumph. 
“Just let me grab you a sweater—” Xavier starts but I 
interrupt him. 


“You do anything but unlock these million locks you have 
on the door, and no kisses for a year.” I say, his eyes widen, 
jaw dropping and he looks at me to see if I’m bluffing, but 
something he sees in my eyes has him getting to work 
immediately. In mere moments he has the door unlocked, 
and I’m bouncing past him, having put on my flip flops as I 
run out into the storm. He calls out after me but I’m too 
caught up in the cold rain that drizzles down onto my skin, 
soaking the shirt immediately. I spread my arms letting the 
rain soak me completely, turning my face up towards the 
sky. I feel his heat behind me, and I turn around, his tan 
skin gleaming with the clear drops of rain all over him, 
black wet hair slicked back and I smile at him, pulling him 
towards me. He looks like something straight out of a 
commercial, his muscles covered in tiny droplets of rain 
that run down his body. Some disappearing into the band of 
his black briefs that rest low on his hips. I position his arms 


to be open, so that he can let the rain know he accepts it 
wholeheartedly, so it doesn’t shy away from him. 


“This lets the rain know you accept it.” I tell him and his 
eyes fill with amusement but he complies nonetheless, 
turning his face up to the sky, and the rain pelts all over us. 
The drowsiness of the night having been melted away by 
the cold drops of rain. The lightning cackles against the 
sky, and Xavier’s arms are immediately around me as he 
tugs me into him. 


“He’s silly, I know.” I say looking apologetically up at the 
sky, and I hear him scoff behind me, mumbling the word 
silly under his breath. Xavier leans in to press a kiss to my 
cheek but before he can, I pull away from his arms. 


“You'll have to catch me.” I say as he looks at me with a 
confused expression, which is immediately replaced by a 
smirk as he realizes what I’m referring to. He lunges for 
me, but I dart away, running towards his car, hearing his 
feet splatter in the puddles of rain as he runs after me. 
Giggling manically I go around the car, taking a peek at 
him, my eyes widen as I see the predatory way he runs 
after me, but to prolong the chase he slows himself down. 


“Give it all you got kitty.” I taunt and he lets out a playful 
growl, his muscles hunching before he launches himself 
after me. Letting out a squeak I turn around darting away 
from him towards the house. I feel his hand skim my waist 
but I pull away in time, racing towards the road. But before 
I can reach it, his strong muscled arm is wrapping itself 
around my waist, so tightly my feet aren’t touching the 
floor as he swings me into his chest. The heat of it seeping 
into me, and although I wish I hadn’t gotten caught so 
quickly, his warmth is amazing in the cold rain. 


“Caught you.” Xavier whispers huskily into my ear, 
brushing my hair back before pressing a warm kiss to my 


ear making me squirm. He nips at my ear playfully, making 
me scold him, chuckling Xavier swings me around in his 
arms, my legs flying out before us, and a delighted giggle 
leaves my lips. The rain pelts down on us, and I shake my 
head, my wet hair flowing all around. 


I begin to get dizzy and I put my hand on his arm, he 
immediately sets me down, gripping my hips tightly to keep 
me steady. Xavier turns me around in his arms to face him, 
pressing a tender kiss to my cheek. He sighs in absolute 
content and I relax against him. 

“IT could spend eternity with you and it wouldn’t be 
enough.” Xavier mumbles to me, and I smile up at him. 


“Find your eternity in these moments, they’ll stay with us 
forever.” I tell him softly, my voice nearly getting lost in the 
rain but the look in his eyes tells me he’s heard me. I watch 
in fascination as lightning strikes, and the reflections shows 
so clearly in his eyes, making them look a blazing silver 
that leaves me breathless. 


I push his black hair away from his face, combing 
through it with my fingers, playing with the ends of it as I 
reach his nape. 

“T love you.” I say and then he’s kissing me. 


His hands are cupping my face, angling it up so he can 
kiss me properly. I feel the shiver that rakes through him as 
our lips meet, his arms dropping to wrap around my waist, 
tugging me closer to him. His other hand going behind my 
head to hold me to his lips. He kisses me feverishly, as if 
trying to convey all that he couldn’t with his words, 
through his lips. The rain pelts down around us, freezing 
cold, but the heat between us is impenetrable. 


His mouth silently tells me everything he felt, how much 
he loved me, how much he needed me, how much he’d 
always want me. He licked over my lips gently, and I parted 


mine, allowing his tongue to enter my mouth. A rain drop 
falls between our lips as his tongue enters my mouth, and 
we battle for it, it disappears moments after, but our 
tongues don’t stop their dance, they can’t. We clutch at 
each other frantically, his hand clutching onto my waist 
through the drenched shirt, the other wrapped carefully in 
my hair. My fingers dig into his skin, as I try to clutch him 
closer, nails pressing into his skin, but it doesn’t matter. We 
both attempt to imprison one another to ourselves. I 
needed him just as much as he needed me, and I needed for 
him to know that. 


My back arched in attempt to get closer to him, and he 
clenches his hands as he tries to keep himself in control. 
Xavier let out a growled moan into my mouth, making me 
bite his lip in desire. Xavier pulls away from me 
breathlessly, his silver eyes glazed over in desire, eyes 
hooded as he gazed down at my panting form. His eyes fell 
to my rapidly rising and falling chest, and Xavier leaned 
forward, pressing his lips to my exposed collar bone, 
sucking on it gently. The heat of his mouth on my cold skin 
making my head fall back as a moan escapes my lips, 
making his hands tighten on my waist. 


My hands automatically travelled to his hair, as I let out 
another breathy moan, making his movements turn frantic. 
He left open mouthed kisses down to my chest, sucking 
feverishly at the skin exposed atop my shirt, before trailing 
back up to my throat. He dug his face into the crook of my 
neck, taking in my scent headily as his hands gently raked 
up and down my back. Nails scratching against my skin 
through the shirt pleasurably. 


The lightning cackled loudly, and I broke out of my 
trance, pushing him away playfully, grinning. Taking a step 
away, I twirled around in the rain, my wet hair flying 
around as I spun around, the white shirt stuck to my body. 


My hands outstretched as I collected rain in them, before 
tossing it towards Xavier uselessly, he was already 
drenched. Nonetheless he turned his face his eyes closing 
before turning back to me. Xavier pushed his wet black hair 
back, the muscles of his arm flexing with the action, as he 
watched me playing in the rain. I jumped around in the 
puddles the rain splattering everywhere, my flip flops 
soaked, but it didn’t matter. 


“Stop staring and enjoy the rain.” I yelled at Xavier over 
the loud rain. 
“I’m quite enjoying myself watching you. 
folding his arms across his impressive chest. 


yw 


Xavier says 


I scoff at him, mimicking him exaggeratedly making his 
eyes glint with amusement. I hold out my hands to him, and 
he places his larger hands in mine. Yanking him towards 
me, I twirl us around, urging him to jump around with me 
until we’re both in the middle of a very deranged dance. 
Xavier wraps one of his arms around my waist, putting my 
hand on his shoulder, and then we are doing a very 
vivacious and messed up waltz. Our laughs get lost in the 
night as we dance around in the rain. 


Xavier bends down, wrapping his arms right at the top of 
my legs, he lifts me up, twirling me around making me 
giggle loudly. Stretching out my arms towards the sky, I let 
the rain run over me. Feeling closer to the sky in his arms 
than I’ve ever been before. I look down at him to see his 
silver eyes filled with adoration as he gazed up at me in his 
arms. I beam at him and he lets out a husky chuckle, 
allowing me to slide down his body slowly. 


“IT love you so much.” Xavier mumbles into my hair, 
pressing his lips to my forehead in a warm kiss. 
“I love you.” I reply breathlessly, smiling into his chest, 


wanting this night to never end, but knowing full well that 
there would be many more nights like this in our future. 


The End 


Final Authors Note 


We’ve reached the end of Raine and Xavier’s story. This 
was my first book, and it’s been an amazing experience to 
write it. I hope you all liked the final chapter. You all have 
played a huge part in helping me develop as a writer, and 
writing this book. You’ve been an inspiration, an incentive 
and so much more. I don’t want to let go of these 
characters, but I also am just not ready to let go of you all. I 
really didn’t want to publish that last chapter, because it 
meant the end. Publishing that last chapter was very 
difficult for me, maybe that’s why I had such a hard time 
writing it, I guess I was subconsciously trying to prolong 
the ending. I really hope it was all you guys were hoping 
for. But it was time, it’s time to let Xavier and Raine and 
every Character of The Beast run off into their own blissful 
eternity. This story ends here. I have been working on some 
new books I wish to publish after these two are finished. 
For those of you who read Meum Miraculum, I will be 
concentrating on that more now. I love you my lovelies, I 
hope you all know that, and I’ll miss you so much. I really 
don’t want to ever let any of you or this book go. I can’t 
believe it’s gotten as much attention as it has, when I first 
started writing I never would have thought we would reach 
this point. But it’s been an incredible journey. Even though 
the book is completed, if you ever need somebody to speak 
to, feel free to reach out to me, I’m always here for all of 
you, just a message away. Please remember I love you, and 
thank you for sticking with this book, and with me. 


